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The  Joy  of  Reading 

by  Carly  A.  Guest- Williams 

When  I  was  four-years-old,  my  mother  would  read  the  book  The 
Hobbit  by  J,R.R.  Tolkien  to  me.  I  vividly  remember  being  excited 
about  going  to  bed,  as  I  could  hear  the  next  installment  of  the  fasci- 
nating story.  I  got  ready  for  bed  as  quickly  as  possible  and  whined 
for  my  mother  to  read  to  me. 

She  tucked  me  into  bed,  sat  beside  me,  and  read  from  a 
discolored,  musty-smelling,  and  battered  book.  She  would  always 
remind  me  that  she  had  read  this  book  as  a  child  and  loved  it  so 
much  that  she  wanted  to  share  it  with  me.  She  would  begin  reading 
from  the  point  she  had  finished  the  night  before.  I  remember  her 
starting  to  talk  about  Bilbo  Baggins  and  the  wonderful  land  of  the 
Hobbits.  She  would  change  her  voice  and  tone  when  she  thought 
appropriate.  She  would  make  her  voice  sound  frightening  when  the 
story  would  get  to  a  slightly  scary  or  tense  point.  I  remember 
shivering  under  the  covers  of  my  duvet  in  my  bed,  wondering  what 
was  going  to  happen  next,  eagerly  anticipating  what  Gandalf  was 
going  to  do.  I  would  try  to  lean  over  and  look  at  the  book  and  look 
at  the  words  on  the  pages.  As  she  would  go  through  each  page,  I 
started  to  worry  that  the  chapter  would  soon  be  over. 

My  mother  read  me  one  chapter  a  night;  after  the  chapter  was 
over,  she  would  teU  me  it  was  time  for  sleep.  I  would  plead  for 
another  chapter  to  be  read.  My  mother  usuallv  just  gave  me  a 
cuddle,  placed  the  book  on  mv  nightstand,  told  me  goodnight  and 
told  me  she  would  turn  my  Hght  out  in  1 5  minutes.  I  waited  until  she 
had  left  the  room  to  pick  up  the  book  from  the  nightstand.  I  would 
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Open  the  book  to  where  my  mother  had  placed  a  prett}^,  pink 
bookmark  and  try  to  read  further  into  the  story.  I  was  able  to  pick 
out  one  or  two  words.  However,  I  could  not  move  on  with  the  story 
adequately. 

When  I  was  older,  my  mother  told  me  that  she  would  find 
me  asleep  with  the  book  in  bed  when  she  would  come  to  turn  out 
my  light. 


The  Freshman 

Here  I  am  once  again  where  I've  stood  before 

a  new  day  has  begun,  on  my  own  once  more 

the  unknown  man  finding  my  way 

trying  to  learn  where  my  classes  are  . 

Remember  when  in  high  school  you  first  began 

Trying  to  find  your  way  and  make  new  friends, 

new  teachers,  new  subjects,  new  things  to  take  in. 

The  low  man  on  the  totem  pole,  trying  to  fit  in, 

studying,  working  hard  to  pass.  What  have  I  learned? 

The  year  is  over.  A  new  grade,  at  last.  A  sophomore  and  intact. 

More  relaxed  and  in  the  groove,  a  junior,  a  senior, 

watch  me  move.  Cap  and  gown,  sing  our  school's  song. 

Free  at  last,  on  my  own.  Military;  work  career,  reached  my  goal 

only  to  begin  again  as  a  freshman. 

by  Marvin  Benning 
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Another  Morning 

by  Megan  Ballard 

6:00  A.M.  The  quiet  church  bells  of  my  alarm  clock  gently 
request  my  attention.  As  my  bleary  eyes  struggle  to  focus  and  my 
mind  attempts  to  grasp  why  on  earth  I  set  my  alarm  for  6,  the  bells 
gradually  begin  a  crescendo,  becoming  more  demanding  with  each 
passing  second.  My  hand  blindly  fumbles  for  something,  anything  to 
arrest  the  noisy  annoyance.  Clumsily  I  knock  the  clock  to  the  floor, 
bumping  the  snooze  alarm  in  the  process. 

The  silence  is  relieving  and  the  cold  morning  entices  me  to  get 
back  under  the  covers.  I  concede  to  the  lure  of  the  already  warm 
sheets  and  convince  myself  that  I'll  lay  down  for  just  a  minute  or 
two  to  build  my  motivation  to  get  up. 

Church  bells  again.  Deja  vous?  Nope,  just  the  sleep  timer.  The 
clock  says  6:09  now,  meaning  I  must  have  fallen  asleep  again.  I  roll 
over,  turn  it  off  (successfully  this  time),  and  kick  down  mv  covers. 
I  can't  stall  anymore.  It's  time  to  head  downstairs. 

I  slide  off  the  side  of  my  bed,  and  rub  one  eye  looking  out 
the  massive  window  in  front  of  me  with  the  other.  Snon:  Aoain. 
That  means  slush  on  the  roads  and  getting  outside  early  to  clean  off 
my  car. 

The  low  ceiling  of  the  loft  part  of  mv  multi-level  room  doesn't 
provide  enough  height  to  walk  across  the  floor,  so  I  scoot  the  few 
feet  from  my  bed  to  the  edge  of  the  access  hole  in  the  tloor  where 
my  ladder  is.  My  foot  bumps  a  plastic  cup  and  knocks  it  off  the  edge 
of  the  access  hole,  and  it  hits  what  seems  to  be  every  rung  as  it 
noisily  tumbles  down  my  ladder.  I  make  it  down  with  a  litde  more 
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grace  than  the  cup,  and  make  my  way  to  the  stairs  stubbing  my  toe 
on  one  of  my  dumbbell  weights. 

I  set  out  to  accomplish  the  first  goal  of  the  morning:  coffee. 
Dad's  already  up,  and  seeing  as  how  our  morning  goals  align,  the 
unmistakable  stout  aroma  floats  out  of  the  kitchen  and  in  my 
direction.  It  meets  me  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  letting  me  know  that 
a  fresh  pot  of  my  morning  addiction  is  waiting  for  me. 

I  locate  my  mango-orange  coffee  mug  in  the  mound  of  washed 
dishes  by  the  sink.  As  the  steamy  liquid  trickles  out  of  the  pot  and 
into  my  mug,  the  heat  cuts  through  the  chill  of  morning, 
penetrating  the  ceramic,  and  subsequendy  into  my  hands.  While  the 
mug  warms  my  fingers,  I  bring  it  to  my  lips.  A  sweet  creaminess 
travels  down  my  throat  and  begins  to  warm  me  from  the  inside. 

Dad  and  I  sit  at  the  dining  room  table,  each  with  a  mug  of  the 
essential  day-starter.  We  sleepily  discuss  the  day  ahead.  Taking 
classes  together  allows  us  to  share  this  groggy  time  of  the  morning. 
He's  not  ready  for  the  test  in  our  biology  class  today  and  neither  am 
1. 1  can't  remember  what  we're  making  in  our  Classical  Pastries  class 
this  afternoon.  He  reminds  me  that  it's  "chocolate  day"  according 
to  the  syllabus,  but  neither  of  us  are  completely  sure  what  that 
involves. 

The  hands  of  the  clock  are  a  silent  reminder  of  the  impending 
school  day.  It's  6:30.  This  fleeting  time  at  the  dining  room  table  are 
the  only  moments  of  peace  I  wiU  have  until  weU  after  the  clock 
hands  return  to  where  they  are  now.  I  should  probably  start  getting 
ready  to  leave,  but  it's  going  to  be  a  long  day. 

I  think  I'll  have  another  cup  of  coffee  first. 
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A  Walk  To  Live 

by  Mary  Ann  Johnson 

In  December  2002,  I  took  a  seven-day  trip  to  Williamsburg, 
Virginia  with  my  friend,  Katie,  a  widow  and  a  real,  go-getter.  She 
talked  about  the  idea  of  walking  in  a  mini  marathon  to  prove  to 
herself  that  life  does  exist  after  cancer. 

Due  to  her  illness,  she  had  been  unable  to  go  on  a  mission  trip 
to  Scodand  that  had  been  scheduled  in  July  2001.  She  had  done  all 
the  planning,  scheduling  and  brainstorming  to  make  the  trip 
successful,  including  making  the  travel  arrangements  and  corre- 
sponding with  the  missionary  family  that  our  group  would  be 
working  with.  Just  when  it  seemed  as  though  all  the  plans  were 
falling  into  place  for  the  trip,  she  discovered  a  lump  in  November 
2000.  Her  biopsy  was  scheduled  that  same  month.  Katie's  fear  was 
confirmed  -  breast  cancer! 

Her  surgery  for  a  mastectomy  occurred  in  February  2001.  She 
began  radiation  in  April  and  chemotherapy  in  May.  Accompanving 
the  women  on  the  mission  trip  to  Scodand  was  no  longer  an  option 
for  her.  A  dream  had  died,  but  not  Katie's  will  to  survive.  She  had 
never  been  sick  or  needed  to  depend  upon  others  to  help  her,  but 
she  now  needed  help  from  her  friends  and  from  God.  She  was 
determined  to  beat  the  disease  and  gain  her  life  back.  She  was  weak 
for  many  months  following  her  surgery  and  chemotherapy.  She  was 
on  medication  that  made  her  feel  worse,  not  better,  but  she  made  it 
through  the  rough  parts  of  the  treatoients.  She  felt  she  had  to  do 
something  she  had  never  done  before,  something  significant  to  her, 
something  with  a  real  challeno-e. 
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In  February  2003,  she  joined  "Bricks  to  Bricks,"  a  training 
program  for  participating  in  the  Indianapolis  Mini  Marathon.  It  had 
been  two  years  since  her  surgery,  and  she  was  hoping  to  accomplish 
three  things:  to  lose  weight,  to  build  endurance  and  strength  by 
exercising,  and  to  prove  to  herself  that  she  was  aUve. 

This  is  when  I  came  into  the  picture;  she  asked  me  to  train  with 
her.  I  thought  to  myself,  "Why  not"?  I  could  use  the  exercise  and 
needed  to  walk  to  clear  my  head.  My  life  circumstances  had 
changed,  not  as  drastically  as  Katie's,  but  they  had  definitely 
changed.  So  we  began  our  journey  together. 

In  March  2003, 1  got  to  know  my  friend  better.  She  is  a  special 
education  teacher.  Her  perspective  on  Ufe  was  similar  to  mine.  I 
soaked  in  aU  her  advice  on  survival  because  that  is  what  I  was  trying 
to  do,  too.  We  walked  three  to  five  miles  every  day,  sometimes 
together,  sometimes  separately.  By  mid  April  our  feet  were 
beginning  to  ache,  but  our  determination  to  get  her  to  the  starting 
line  was  still  thriving. 

One  Sunday  afternoon,  about  two  weeks  prior  to  race  day,  we 
began  a  ten  mile  walk  after  church.  The  temperature  was  about  62 
degrees,  the  sky  was  blue  and  clear  with  a  crisp  breeze  blowing,  ideal 
weather  for  a  walk.  Approximately  two  hours  into  the  walk,  we 
noticed  dark  clouds  moving  in  from  the  west.  We  were  several  miles 
away  from  our  vehicles,  and  there  were  no  houses  or  shelter  in  sight 
to  escape  from  the  approaching  storm.  We  hoped  it  would  blow 
over,  but  the  sky  darkened.  A  loud  boom  of  thunder  roared,  and 
streaks  of  Lightning  crackled  across  the  sky.  Clouds  that  were 
holding  the  rain  back  let  loose.  Buckets  of  rain  and  hail  fell  upon  us 
like  a  raging  waterfall.  The  stern  force  of  strong  wind  practically 
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knocked  us  over,  so  we  headed  for  the  ditch  by  the  side  of  the  road 
to  lie  down.  Though  it  seemed  to  last  a  long  time,  it  was  over  in 
about  three  or  four  minutes.  We  emerged  from  the  ditch,  cold  and 
dripping  wet  from  head  to  toe.  We  took  one  look  at  each  other, 
laughed,  and  began  walking  back  toward  our  vehicles.  Our  shoes 
and  socks,  heavy  from  the  water  sloshing  within  them,  began  to  rub 
blisters  on  our  feet.  A  car  stopped  to  offer  us  a  ride,  but  the 
occupants  looked  more  treacherous  than  the  storm  we  just  experi- 
enced, so  we  passed  on  that  opportunity^!  God  had  sent  us  a 
message  loud  and  clear,  that  He  was  watching  over  us.  We  both 
simply  needed  to  trust  that  our  lives  were  safe  in  His  hands. 

Race  day  was  approaching  fast.  Katie  was  getting  excited  about 
the  race.  All  her  hard  work  and  training  was  about  to  be  put  to  the 
test.  She  had  an  entry  for  the  race;  I  didn't,  nor  did  I  want  one.  It 
was  her  idea  to  participate,  not  mine.  Besides,  I  still  had  blisters 
from  the  walk  in  the  storm!  She  began  praying  that  somehow  God 
would  open  a  door  so  I  would  be  able  to  walk  with  her  for  moral 
support.  As  always,  God  answers  prayer.  Someone  at  work 
mentioned  to  me  about  not  being  able  to  participate  and  did  not 
want  her  entry  to  go  to  waste,  so  she  asked  me  if  I  wanted  to  use  it. 

On  the  morning  of  May  2,  2003,  there  I  was,  standing  in 
downtown  Indianapolis,  waiting  for  the  race  to  start,  with  Katie 
beside  me!  We  had  made  it  to  the  starting  Hne.  We  were  really  going 
to  participate  in  the  race.  She  was  a  littie  apprehensive  for  the  race 
to  begin.  I  was  as  anxious  as  a  racehorse  in  a  starting  gate.  It  was 
hard  to  contain  the  excitement  bubbling  out  of  me.  Loud  music  was 
spilling  out  of  speakers  set  up  for  the  race.  The  announcer  spoke  a 
few  words,  the  countdown  began,  and  fmaUv,  the  gun  went  off 
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There  was  no  backing  out  now.  My  parents  did  not  raise  a  quitter! 
The  sound  of  the  runners  taking  off  at  the  front  of  the  race 
sounded  like  a  stampede  of  wild  horses.  Crossing  over  the  starting 
line  from  where  we  began  took  us  twent)^  minutes.  Thousands  of 
people  ahead  of  us  had  already  completed  a  mile  or  more  before 
we  had  even  crossed  the  starting  line.  By  the  time  we  had 
reached  the  five-mile  marker,  a  runner  had  already  won  the  race,  but 
that  was  okay  with  us;  we  were  winning  our  own  race  with  each 
step  we  took. 

The  temperature  had  risen  to  about  sixty-eight  degrees,  but 
when  we  entered  through  the  gate  at  the  Indianapolis  Motor 
Speedway,  which  is  the  half  way  point  of  the  race,  the  temperature 
felt  about  thirty  degrees  hotter.  It  seemed  as  though  someone  had 
opened  an  oven  door.  We  could  see  heat  waves  rising  off  the  track. 
Plent)^  of  water  was  available  at  the  watering  stations  along  the 
track,  but  it  didn't  matter  if  we  were  drinking  it  or  pouring  it  on  our 
heads,  it  was  still  very  hot.  Several  people  around  us  began  to  fall 
out  of  the  race  because  of  the  heat. 

Our  pace  had  slowed  some.  Katie  was  weary.  We  made  it 
completely  around  the  track,  but  going  out  the  gate,  tr\dng  to  climb 
the  incline,  Katie  fell,  injuring  her  ankle.  She  tried  to  keep  walking, 
but  she  was  definitely  hurting.  Outside  the  track,  there  was  a  bus  for 
those  who  decided  to  end  the  race  at  the  track.  Heartbroken,  she 
encouraged  me  to  keep  walking  as  she  climbed  on  the  bus.  The 
door  of  the  bus  closed  and  pulled  away. 

Alone.  This  was  not  what  we  planned;  we  were  supposed  to 
walk  across  the  finish  line  together.  Now  I  had  to  finish  this  race  for 
her.  I  was  a  littie  tired,  but  felt  I  had  energy  to  keep  going.  Walking 
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alone  gave  me  a  chance  to  reflect  on  what  was  going  on  around  me 
and  gave  me  time  to  listen  to  the  thoughts  running  through  my 
head.  The  course  of  the  race  was  familiar  to  me.  I  ran  on  these 
streets  in  my  younger  years;  I  passed  a  neighborhood  I  once  lived  in 
and  saw  homes  of  people  I  used  to  hang  out  with.  The  house  I 
almost  purchased  thirty  years  ago  was  standing  abandoned  with 
windows  broken.  It  was  a  part  of  my  life  that  I  was  glad  to  have  left 
behind.  That  was  what  I  needed  to  see.  I  needed  to  realize  how 
much  my  life  had  changed  for  the  better  over  the  last  thirt}^  years.  I 
realized  that  because  of  God's  promises,  I  was  stronger  physically 
and  emotionally.  I  had  weathered  many  of  life's  storms  during 
my  younger  years  and  survived.  As  a  single  parent,  I  had  raised  mv 
three  children. 

I  continued  to  walk,  picking  up  my  pace  just  a  bit.  Finally,  the 
twelve-mile  marker  was  in  sight,  the  final  mile,  the  one  that  seems 
the  longest.  There  were  both  recorded  and  live  music  pla}ing  along 
the  sidewalks,  with  many  people  still  cheering  the  walkers  on.  XX'hen 
I  approached  the  half-mile  marker,  I  saw  Katie.  She  had  waited  for 
me.  She  cheered  me  on.  I  could  no  longer  resist  the  urge  to  run,  so 
I  did;  I  crossed  the  finish  line  with  the  excitement  of  a  littie  kid 
winning  the  big  prize.  Wow,  I  had  completed  the  full  thirteen  miles! 
Katie  and  I  hugged  each  other. 

She  was  happy  for  me,  but  discouraged  for  herself  She  felt 
defeated  and  beaten  since  she  wasn't  able  to  finish  the  race.  But,  I 
reminded  her  that  her  goal  was  to  participate  in  the  race.  After  all, 
she  had  walked  many  miles  in  order  to  just  get  to  the  starting  line; 
besides  we  could  try  again  next  year.  "Next  year."  What  was  I 
saying? 
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In  May  2004,  we  walked  the  race  again;  that  time  we  crossed  the 
finish  line  together! 

The  one  thing  I  learned  from  this  adventure  was  an  assurance 
from  God  that  I  would  laugh  again,  love  again  and  live  again,  as  long 
as  I  keep  putting  one  foot  in  front  of  the  other  and  remember  to 
trust  in  Him.  I  will  continue  to  walk  to  Hve! 
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Bathroom  Scale 

by  Megan  Ballard 

"Life's  not  easy  when  you've  got  my  job.  It's  the  only  job  I  know 
of  where  your  clients  visit  you  regularly,  and  you're  expected  to  be 
completely  truthful,  but  in  most  cases,  the  more  truthful  you  are, 
the  more  irate  they  get.  And  yet  they'll  still  come  back  on  their 
regular  schedule  expecting  you  to  give  them  good  news.  Life  as  a 
bathroom  scale  is  rarely  pleasant. 

"The  power  that  scales  hold  is  incredible.  Just  by  giving  a 
numerical  read-out  I  have  the  power  to  make  or  break  someone's 
day.  It's  quite  a  moral  dilemma,  actuaU}^.  I  have  to  admit,  sometimes 
the  power  gets  to  me  and  I  mess  with  people's  heads.  If  I  think  Mr. 
293  (and  holding)  has  been  visiting  me  a  litde  too  much,  I'll  bump 
his  numbers  up  a  smidge.  It  screws  up  his  day  a  litde,  but  he'U 
dread  seeing  the  numbers  rise  so  it'll  be  a  few  days  before  he's  back 
for  more. 

"Bathroom  scales  could  rule  the  world  if  we  tried.  Or  at  least 
control  what  person  came  into  power.  Have  3^ou  ever  felt  like  vou 
could  conquer  the  world  (or  at  least  your  corner  of  it)  because  you'd 
lost  5  lbs.?  Or  felt  completely  defeated  if  the  number's  higher  than 
you  anticipated? 

"The  view's  not  too  prett)'  from  down  here,  either.  Think  about 
it.  People  typically  strip  down  to  their  skivvies  to  keep  the  numbers 
as  low  as  possible.  Not  typically  very  lovely  an^-way,  but  mv 
perspective  is  particularly  unpleasing.  I  get  the  bottoms  of  their  feet, 
the  underside  of  their  tlabby  guts,  and  inside  tiieir  noses!  Not 
exactiy  their  best  side,  I  must  say. 
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"I  got  offered  a  job  as  a  postal  scale  once  (you  know,  the  kind 
that  sit  on  a  counter  and  weigh  packages  all  day),  but  I  shot  it  down. 
'I  want  to  work  for  people,'  I  said,  'to  deliver  good  news  to  the 
masses.'  I  bet  a  manila  envelope  never  kicked  its  scale  because  it 
weighed  more  than  it  thought  it  should. 

"Sometimes  I  wonder  if  I  should  have  taken  that  job.  I  could 
have  been  a  great  postal  scale.  But  an  opportunit}'-  like  that  only 
comes  up  once  in  a  lifetime,  so  I  guess  I'll  never  know.  Who  knows? 
Maybe  someday  Mr.  293  will  go  on  a  diet  and  I'll  actually  get  a 
chance  to  give  him  some  good  news  for  once. 

"With  all  its  downsides,  this  job  does  have  one  major  perk  — 
it's  steady.  I  may  get  exposed  to  a  larger  vocabulary  than  a  George 
Carlin  comedy  special,  but  I  don't  see  myself  getting  fired  anytime 
soon.  I  guess  a  bathroom  scale  is  like  the  Indiana  weather 
forecasters  in  the  winter.  People  don't  usually  like  the  bathroom 
scale  news  we  give,  but  they  keep  us  around  just  in  case  it'll  be  better 
tomorrow." 
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What  is  Craniosynostosis? 
(CRAY-nee-o-sin-toe-sis) 

by  Marvin  Benning 

Craniosynostosis,  (pronounced  CRAY-nee-o-sin  toe-sis)  is  a 
terrible  sounding  word,  especially  when  I  had  just  heard  that  was 
what  was  wrong  with  my  grandchild.  My  grandson  Kerekus 
(pronounced  Kuh-reek-us)  was  born  an  apparendy  healthy  boy.  He 
was  22  inches  long  and  weighed  in  at  almost  eight  pounds.  He  had 
a  good  set  of  lungs,  and  other  than  marks  on  his  head  which  had 
been  caused  by  forceps  during  birth,  he  was  a  fine  baby. 

By  the  time  he  was  a  month  old  we  began  to  notice  that  his  head 
was  not  shaped  correctly.  His  doctor  told  my  daughter  that  he 
would  grow  out  of  this  condition  and  that  she  did  not  have  to 
worry,  everything  would  be  fine.  By  the  time  he  was  two  months 
old,  his  head  was  elongating  noticeably.  We  tried  to  tell  his  mother 
that  something  was  wrong,  but  she  thought  that  we  were  making 
fun  of  his  head.  This  was  definitely  not  the  case.  We  were  sincerely 
concerned.  His  forehead  was  too  large  and  not  in  proportion  to  the 
rest  of  his  head.  We  insisted  that  she  do  something  immediately.  She 
took  him  back  to  the  doctor  and  he  again  told  her  he  would  grow 
out  of  it. 

To  make  matters  worse,  he  was  growing  too  fast,  at  the  rate  of 
an  inch  per  month.  At  the  age  of  three  months,  he  was  25  inches 
long  and  he  was  having  crying  spells  that  lasted  for  a  long  time.  He 
was  really  in  pain  and  our  hearts  were  breaking  because  \^'e  \\-ere  in 
no  position  to  know  what  was  wrong  with  him.  She  took  him  back 
to  the  doctor  and  received  the  same  story  about  liis  head. 
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At  six-months-old,  28  inches  long,  he  was  still  crying  and  hurting. 
We  had  to  know  something  from  the  doctor  about  what  was  going 
on  with  him.  Then  came  the  news  and  we  were  just  about  knocked 
to  our  knees.  Craniosynostosis!  What  in  the  world  is  that?  What  has 
to  be  done  about  it?  How  soon  can  something  be  done?  These 
questions  were  pouring  out  of  us  while  wondering  if  our  grandson 
would  ever  be  a  normal  child.  The  doctor  was  very  kind  and  told  us 
about  the  operation  that  could  possibly  make  Kerekus  normal  and 
that  gave  us  some  relief  from  that  gnawing  fear  that  it  might  fail. 

According  to  the  National  Craniofacial  Association,  "craniosyn- 
ostosis is  caused  by  the  premature  closing  of  one  or  more  of  the 
sutures  of  the  bones  which  make  up  the  skull.  Usually,  CT  scans  are 
taken  to  determine  if  the  abnormal  skull  shape  is  craniosynostosis, 
rather  than  just  a  result  of  head  position  or  birth  trauma.  Normally, 
they  remain  open,  as  the  brain  grows,  which  gives  the  brain  room 
needed  to  grow  in  all  directions." 

After  much  prayer  and  fasting  my  daughter  was  ready  for 
Kerekus'  operation.  This  condition  should  have  been  diagnosed 
earlier  and  this  operation  should  have  taken  place  when  he  was  two 
or  three  months  old.  Now  we  had  added  worries  because  of  his  age 
and  the  abnormal  growth  he  was  experiencing.  We  could  not  be 
there  in  Dayton,  Ohio,  for  the  operation  but  we  had  made  sure  that 
our  children  knew  that  we  were  praying  while  the  doctors  were 
operating.  The  doctor's  name  is  Dr.  Steve  Kliner  of  Children's 
Hospital  in  Dayton.  The  name  of  the  operation  is  called  Vertex 
Craniectomy  Barrel  Osteotomy.  The  operation  took  over  seven 
hours,  but  it  went  smoothly  and  the  doctor  reported  that  we  could 
expect  good  results. 
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The  time  following  the  operation  was  again,  another  hard  time 
for  our  family.  We  all  looked  forward  to  the  day  when  Kerekus 
would  be  back  on  track  and  on  his  way  to  normalcy.  There  were 
some  days  when  aU  he  did  was  cry  and  only  his  mother  holding  him 
would  soothe  him.  Many  times  we  all  wished  that  it  could  be  us 
instead  of  him,  but  he  was  getting  to  be  a  good  trooper  and 
handling  the  pain  very  weU  for  such  a  young  baby.  He  had  to  be 
watched  for  falls  and  for  hitting  his  head  on  something  or  his  older 
brothers  causing  some  kind  of  accident  which  could  hurt  his  head. 

At  this  time  he  was  stiU  growing  an  inch  a  month.  Kerekus  was 
eight  months  old  and  32  inches  taU.  We  were  beginning  to  think  that 
we  would  have  a  giant  on  our  hands  if  his  growth  kept  up  at  this 
pace.  Ten  months  passed;  finally  Kerekus  was  growing  normally.  In 
the  last  two  months  he  had  only  grown  one  half  of  an  inch.  This 
was  good  news  for  his  operation  and  for  us.  Normal  grow^th  is 
essential  to  the  process  of  his  head  recovering  correctiy  and  it  is 
starting  to  look  as  if  this  might  be  all  right  after  aU. 

Our  bout  with  Craniosynostosis  is  finally  going  our  way  and  we 
are  aU  so  glad  that  perhaps  Kerekus  will  have  a  normal  childhood. 
He  is  not  crying  so  much  and  he  even  gets  a  few  bumps  on  his  head 
and  it  does  not  seems  not  to  hurt  him  as  much  as  it  did  before. 
Thank  God  for  His  healing  power  and  for  the  faith  to  sustain  us 
during  a  very  difficult  time. 

Kerekus  was  three  years  old  on  May  22nd  and  he  is  doing  very 
well  now.  His  growth  is  about  three-eighths  of  an  inch  per  montii. 
This  is  good  for  him  because  he  was  getting  too  big  for  his  age  and 
this  would  have  caused  other  problems  in  his  health  that  might  have 
shortened  his  life  if  it  had  continued.  It  is  so  eood  to  see  a  voune 
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boy  running  around  and  having  fun  with  his  brothers  and  family.  He 
is  speaking  correctly  and  is  very  intelligent.  He  learns  whatever  his 
brothers  learn  and  he  gives  them  a  hard  time  with  his  playful  nature. 
He  also  has  the  curiosity  of  a  young  child.  Thank  God  he  is  out  of 
the  terrible  twos. 

The  doctor  did  a  good  job  on  his  head,  because  when  we  first 
saw  Kerekus  after  his  operation,  his  head  looked  like  it  was  zipped 
up  from  ear  to  ear  over  the  top  of  his  head.  Now  the  scars  are 
barely  perceptible,  his  hair  has  grown  back  and  he  looks  great.  He 
is  a  great  grandson,  along  with  all  the  rest  of  my  grandchildren. 

Reference 
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The  Spirit  of  New  Orleans 

The  tree's  are  ablaze,  smothered  in  light 

Dancing  amidst  burnt  sienna,  fiery  reds,  and  smoky  blues. 

The  moon  came  out  early  tonight  to  duel  for  her  master, 

To  signal  the  takeover. 

Stealthily  rising  above  starlit  shores. 

Darkness  is  taking  over. 

The  water  is  torn  twixt  midnight  and  dawn's  glassy  hues. 

Pinecones  have  fallen,  children  have  eaten, 

And  mama  has  got  a  new  groove. 

It's  here  in  the  shadows,  by  the  depths  of  the  shore. 

In  the  hindsight  of  aU  endured. 
When  awakening  takes  place  and  you  feel  other's  pain 

Your  heart's  direct  line  to  the  core. 

Having  escaped  annihilation  of  a  sort  most  unexpected 

I  Lie  wistfully  upon  the  steps  of  life's  door. 

by  Marie  Brown 
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Suicide 

See  if  that  steel  can  make  a  little  traction 

See  if  your  struggling  veins  make  any  reaction 

See  if  this  gaping  leak  can  sink  the  whole  ship 

See  if  your  life  falls  from  this  rip 

See  if  the  chemicals  will  take  control 

See  if  this  dosage  can  make  your  tired  eyes  roll 

See  if  you  float  away,  in  a  peaceful  crimson  ocean 

As  your  life  slips  away,  you  watch  in  slow  motion 

See  if  this  angel's  halo  twists  into  a  noose 

As  it  slips  past  your  blonde  hair,  crying  is  no  use 

As  it  tightens  around  you,  stealing  undeserved  wasted  youth 

As  your  lungs  slowly  quiver,  you'll  now  know  the  truth 

Lips  heavily  glossed  in  cyanide 

Thinking  of  all  these  deadly  sins  in  no  one  she  can  confide 

And  your  red  right  hand  you  couldn't  hide 

All  the  times  they  ignored  you,  all  those  nights  you  cried 

You  never  lived  up  to  all  the  rest 

Put  all  your  loved  ones  to  the  ultimate  test 

Who  cries  the  most  must  love  you  best 

You  scream  for  forgiveness,  salvation,  silendy  inside 

Ask  what  this  is 

This  is  suicide 

by  Bryan  Austin  Gillison 
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The  Night  Sacramento  Saved  My  Life 

by  Megan  Ballard 

"The  first  TV  show  ever  to  be  put  into  reruns  was  The  Ljjne 

ger"  he  said,  looking  at  me  expectantly. 

"I  wish  I  was  a  Lone  Ranger  right  about  now,"  I  thought  to 
myself.  "I  could  be  curled  up  on  the  couch  with  some  ice  cream  and 
a  movie,  or  cleaning  my  house,  or  —  oh,  he  stopped  talking!  Quick! 
Smile  and  say  something  affirmative.  You  can't  let  him  know  that 
you're  zoning  out." 

The  first  words  that  came  to  mind  were  "Half  Baked"  (my 
favorite  Ben  and  Jerry's  flavor)  and  although  it  may  have  been  an 
accurate  description,  I  decided  that  probably  wouldn't  have  been  my 
best  response,  so  I  simply  smiled. 

Ice  cream  was  all  my  brain  could  come  up  with  —  aU  of  mv 
generic  one-word  responses  for  the  night  were  already  used  up.  The 
entire  evening  —  from  doorbell  to  dessert  —  had  been  a  constant 
barrage  of  random  factoids.  I  had  endured  the  car  ride  across  town, 
and  almost  two  hours  sitting  across  from  him  in  the  Httle  hole-in- 
the-wall  Italian  restaurant  packing  down  enough  complementary 
garlic  bread  to  hopefuUy  discourage  any  attempt  at  a  good-night 
kiss.  The  movement  of  chewing  ensured  that  mv  bodv  was  stiU 
functioning  and  prevented  the  wide-eyed  zombie  look  from  settUng 
across  my  features. 

I  thought  blind  dates  were  supposed  to  be  fun.  Trusting  mv 
friend  Lisa  to  match  me  with  a  new  guv  would  produce  some 
pleasant  memories  at  least.  That  was  mv  original  optimistic  theory. 
The  reality,  however,  was  that  I  spent  two  hours  picking  out  the 
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perfect  outfit,  carefully  applying  makeup  and  making  sure  my  hair 
was  just  right,  only  to  spend  the  entire  evening  smiling  and 
pretending  to  care  about  miscellaneous  facts  on  everything  from  the 
approximate  number  of  eyelashes  a  person  has  to  the  average 
paperclip  length.  I  had  never  had  to  remember  to  bUnk  before. 

I  always  try  to  give  people  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  but  I  think 
I've  given  this  guy  the  benefit  of  every  possible  misgiving  known  to 
mankind,  and  I  still  can't  figure  out  why  Lisa  put  us  together.  Did  I 
really  seem  so  desperate  that  she  felt  she  had  to  set  me  up  with  this 
loser?  She  t}^ically  has  great  taste,  so  he's  probably  a  terrific  guy 
deep  down.  Unfortunately,  I  don't  know  if  I  can  stay  awake  long 
enough  to  find  out. 

"Did  you  know  that  the  capitol  of  California  is  San  Diego?"  he 
asked. 

His  inaccuracy  slammed  my  thoughts  back  to  our  litde  two-top 
table  and  I  dropped  the  Sweet  'n  Low  packet  I  had  been  mindlessly 
playing  with.  "Whoa,  red  flag!"  I  thought.  "He  got  one  wrong!  Do 
I  tell  him,  or  just  let  him  keep  on  going?"  Jumping  on  the  chance  to 
actually  speak  for  a  minute  I  politely  interjected,  "Actually,  I  believe 
the  capitol  of  California  is  Sacramento." 

He  looked  direcdy  at  me,  but  I  had  stunned  him  into  silence. 
His  mental  gears  were  turning,  but  he  wasn't  saying  a  word.  Not 
verbaU};  at  least.  .  .his  eyes  were  sa}ing  plent};  though. 

After  a  few  moments  of  awkwardness,  he  looked  down  at  the 
table,  got  a  half-grin  across  his  face,  then  looked  back  at  me.  "Ya 
know  Amie,  you're  a  really  nice  girl,  but  I  just  don't  think  it's  going 
to  work  out  between  us.  Would  you  mind  if  I  took  you  home?" 

Freedom?  Was  he  serious?  I  smiled  and  nodded  sHghdy  while 
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reaching  for  my  purse,  trying  to  convey  mere  acceptance  rather  than 
the  complete  elation  I  was  actually  feeling.  I  should  have  known  a 
monstrous  ego  went  along  with  all  that  knowledge.  I  had  had  the 
power  to  end  this  mind-numbing  annoyance  all  along.  I  never  knew 
studying  for  Mrs.  Henderson's  4th  grade  States  and  Capitols  test 
would  actually  come  in  handy  someday.  Mom  was  right.  The  stuff 
they  teach  in  elementary  school  really  can  save  your  life  in  the  real 
world. 
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Abstract  Ballerina 


i^^^^^^K         

by  Karen  (Weber)  Koger 
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Euphoric  Epiphany 

by  Aryk  Wittwer 

When  I  was  six-years-old,  my  mother  had  a  fascination  with  the 
"Old  West"  and  ghost  towns,  and  one  hot  summer  day  she  packed 
me  up  in  the  car  for  an  adventure.  Unbeknownst  to  me  this  day 
would  be  the  inspiration  for  my  artistic  desire. 

As  we  pulled  off  interstate  1-15  in  southern  Utah,  after  2  hours 
of  driving,  we  made  a  left  onto  a  washboard  dirt  road.  Due  to 
drought,  the  dust  enveloped  the  car  making  it  nearly  impossible  to 
see.  As  we  went  around  a  curve,  the  dust  gave  way  to  the  desert  wind 
and  shapes  began  to  take  form  before  us.  In  front  of  us  was  a  small 
city,  once  flourishing,  now  standing  still.  No  life,  only  the  strucmres 
which  once  housed  life.  My  mother  and  I  were  amazed.  All  that 
remained  of  this  once  prosperous  town  was  an  adobe  church,  a  two- 
story  hotel,  two  farmhouses  to  the  left,  and  a  graveyard  to  the  right 
of  the  church.  The  buildings  were  losing  their  battie  against  gra^nt}^ 
and  the  elements.  Shattered  windows  lay  on  the  earth  reflecting  and 
refracting  light,  sending  beams  in  every  direction. 

As  we  piled  out  of  the  car,  we  both  took  different  directions 
and  started  exploring  the  various  structures.  Being  fascinated  by 
churches,  I  made  my  way  in  that  direction.  Carefully  climbing  what 
remained  of  the  wooden  steps,  I  peered  through  the  sun-bleached, 
splintered  doorframe.  What  I  was  about  to  see  would  completely 
shape  my  perception  of  what  would  be  considered  "art"  and  reveal 
the  beauty  and  possibilities  of  mixing  mediums. 

Inside  those  12  by  16  foot  adobe  walls  was  the  most  breath- 
taking installation  piece  I  have  seen  to  this  day.  An  anonvmous  artist 
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had  spent  endless  hours  and  days  carving  formations  from  the  soft 
adobe  leaving  a  fine  red  powder  blanketing  the  floor. 

The  two  images  were  Jimi  Hendricks  and  Janis  Joplin.  Jimi 
Hendricks  head  lay  forward,  hair  falling  around  the  face,  framing  it. 
With  guitar  in  hand,  one  arm  sticking  out  farther  than  the  other, 
they  captured  his  silhouette  perfectiy;  I  could  almost  hear  the 
national  anthem  echoing  within  the  walls.  Janis,  head  tilted  back, 
hand  on  a  Jack  Daniels  bottie,  stared  laughing  at  Jimi  in  a  frozen 
drunken  gaze  on  the  opposite  wall.  The  details  of  the  figures  were 
precise  down  to  the  bushy  eyebrows  of  Hendricks  and  the 
somewhat  crooked  teeth  of  Janis.  Both  temporarily  immortalized  in 
a  building  that  was  constructed  decades  before  their  time. 

As  I  walked  around  the  structure,  absorbing  the  essence  of  it,  I 
noticed  something  else.  On  the  now  bug-inhabited,  decaying  wood 
of  the  building,  another  artist  had  carved  various  representations  of 
love  lived  and  love  lost.  On  the  window  frame,  a  heart  was  carved 
from  the  now  pithy  wood  bearing  initials  and  a  date  from  the  late 
1920's.  Now  when  I  say  heart  I  mean  an  actual  anatomically  correct 
heart,  two  chambers,  four  valves  and  more  in  the  shape  of  a  fist 
than  the  popular  Valentine's  Day  candy.  Other  works  by  the  same 
artist,  I  suspect,  were  also  carved  in  the  other  wood  foundations  of 
the  building.  A  lonesome  cowboy  sitting  by  a  fire  was  carved  in  the 
door  that  now  lay  on  the  floor  of  the  structure  covered  in  the  fine 
red  dust  from  the  sculptures.  Someone  later  on  had,  with  the  use  of 
charcoal,  added  smoke  rising  from  the  fire  to  give  it  more  of  a  three 
dimensional  feel. 

Upon  further  investigation,  I  discovered  poems  left  by  lovers, 
proclamations  of  love  and  mini-works  of  art  made  from  the  skillful 


New  l^oices  Volume  Five  29 


hand  of  a  modern  day  spray-paint  muralist.  Upon  these  walls  were 
decades  of  collaborative  decoupage  woven  together  like  the  threads 
of  a  fine  Italian  rug.  Several  works  of  art,  spanning  decades,  came 
together  to  weave  a  story  of  love,  admiration  for  cultural  icons,  love 
lost,  and  stories  of  the  past.  An  artist,  teenagers,  tourists,  pioneers 
all  leaving  parts  of  themselves  behind  to  be  found  by  another. 
History,  raw  emotions,  and  self-expression,  displayed  in  a  canvas 
from  the  past,  demanding  to  be  noticed. 

As  I  walked  back  outside,  I  saw  a  bigger  picture,  a  more 
complex  understanding  and  realization  of  the  scale  of  this  work. 
This  building,  part  of  a  canvas  older  than  any  museum  piece,  the 
earth,  blended  with  perfection  to  the  landscape  surrounding  it. 
Towering  mountains  sculpted  by  nature's  unpredictable  hand  were 
brushed  red  by  an  unseen  artist.  Dilapidating  structures,  elegant  in 
their  decay,  the  masterpiece  of  an  unknown  pioneer  architect,  now 
became  the  canvas  of  a  new  generation. 

After  that  day  I  have  never  looked  at  anything  the  same. 
Abandoned  houses,  factories,  nature's  sculpmres  of  wood  and 
stone,  rust)^  cars  returning  to  their  mineral  state  now  take  on  a  Life 
all  their  own.  All  have  a  story  to  tell,  emotions  displayed,  and 
composition,  all  unique.  I  often  wonder  what  my  ambitions  would 
be  if  I  would  not  have  gone  to  Grafton,  Utah  that  dav.  Would  I  still 
produce,  live,  breathe,  and  project  art?  I  owe  the  beginning  of  my 
journey  into  the  art  world  to  anonymous  artists  who  spanned 
decades,  who  all  converged  on  the  same  spot,  and  years  later 
inspired  a  six-year-old  boy.  They  implanted  \^ithin  me,  like  a  seed, 
an  artistic  sapling  that  one  day  will  rise  toward  the  sky  like  a 
redwood  defiant  and  constant.  Now  at  27,  thev  remain  the  most 
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inspiring  people  in  my  past,  and  have  inspired  art  and  writing  for 
my  future.  I  hope  one  day,  I  will  impact  and  sculpt,  the  way  others 
chose  to  express  themselves,  like  the  people  I  will  never  meet  who 
inspired  me. 


Three  Haiku 

water  crystallized 

pristine  evergreens  shrouded 

defiant  loners 

fluttering  crimson 

surrendered  to  autumn  wind 

cloaking  frozen  earth 

finite  azure  sky 

sparing  winter's  cruelty 

resurrected  Hfe 

by  Aryk  Wittwer 
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The  Richest  Man  in  the  World 

by  Katt  Thrasher 

The  Capitol  Building  in  Washington,  D.C.  has  365  steps  to 
represent  every  day  of  the  year.  I  hear  tourists  read  this  Htde-known 
fact  from  their  brochures  about  twent}'  times  a  day,  like  a  child  who 
doesn't  know  when  to  shut  up.  Of  course,  I  get  considerably  less 
attention  than  the  building  and  the  business  conducted  therein,  but 
I  do  hear  them. 

The  granite  steps  gleam  duUy  in  the  headlights  of  the  passing 
cars  that  cut  through  another  of  D.C.'s  many  rainfalls  Hke  strange, 
metallic  beasts.  I  loiter  at  the  base  of  the  eastern  stairs  while  various 
men  and  women  in  suits  hurry  up  and  down  them,  cowering 
beneath  the  questionable  shelter  of  newspapers  or  umbrellas.  They 
hurry  to  get  to  work,  not  noticing  the  world  beyond  the  things 
they're  holding  above  their  heads.  Out  under  the  open  sky,  I  notice 
more  than  most  —  and  I  don't  have  to  hurry  anywhere. 

Dirty  and  in  raggedy  clothes,  I'd  be  your  t)^ical  bum  on  the 
street,  except  for  two  things  —  one,  I  never  had  much  of  a  taste  for 
hard  liquor,  and  two,  the  voices  don't  talk  to  me.  I  tend  to  stay  awav 
from  the  drunkards  and  crazies,  although  the  comments  from  some 
passersby  tell  me  I  still  get  lumped  together  vAth  them  am-wav.  I 
suppose  pestering  ever^^one  for  loose  change  tends  to  get  annonng. 
Still  though,  I  do  my  best  to  come  off  as  friendly.  No  one's  nice  to 
a  rude  bum. 

Not  one  of  those  highfalutin  suits  or  the  visiting  tourists  would 
guess  that  I  graduated  from  high  school,  must  less  that  I  have  a 
masters  degree.  Although  today,  I'm  guessing  they're  worried  more 
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about  getting  under  a  solid  roof  than  the  history  of  the  filthy  old 
guy  who's  sitting  on  the  Capitol  steps.  Their  world  becomes  bigger 
when  they're  out  from  under  their  newspapers  and  umbrellas, 
after  all. 

It's  getting  dark,  and  so  the  street  lamps  have  come  on.  I  enjoy 
the  look  of  this  city  at  night,  especially  when  the  rain  is  falling. 
Every  street  lamp  glows  with  a  warm,  orange-yellow  light.  Even  the 
colder  white  light  of  headlights  can't  attract  my  eyes  like  those 
lamps  can.  The  way  they  stand  out  against  the  night  sky  and  reflect 
on  the  constandy  pummeled  puddles  just  makes  me  smile.  I'll  admit 
that  the  springtime  nights  in  D.C.  are  often  too  cold  for  my  taste, 
but  the  sound  of  the  rainfall  helps  me  get  by. 

I've  noticed,  in  my  decade  as  a  drifter,  how  easy  it  is  for  people 
to  generally  ignore  the  world  right  in  front  of  their  faces.  Take  me, 
as  a  poor  —  that  is,  a  bad  example.  Standing  here,  on  the  steps  of 
the  Capitol,  a  cup  out  for  change,  folks  don't  really  take  much  notice 
of  me.  Sure,  they  see  me  —  a  darkly  clothed  figure  on  the  oatmeal- 
coloured  steps  is  rather  hard  to  miss,  after  all,  but,  like  most  things, 
there's  more  to  me  than  just  the  quarter-inch  thick  layer  of  grime  on 
my  skin. 

Of  course,  there's  a  great  deal  more  to  Ufe  than  people  think, 
and  most  of  them  never  realize  it.  Even  in  distressful  situations  like 
mine  there  are  things  of  worth.  There  are  people  to  meet,  and  there 
are  experiences  to  have  everywhere.  Those  Ughts  up  the  street,  on 
and  inside  the  Capitol,  across  the  lawn  —  they  bring  me  joy,  even 
though  some  people  would  take  one  look  at  me  and  decide  that  I 
have  no  reason  to  feel  it.  The  scent  of  the  breeze  in  the  spring,  the 
rain,  the  trees  —  all  the  cliched  parts  of  Ufe  that  poets  love  to  "wax 
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eloquent"  about  —  those  are  the  simple  pleasures  I  enjoy.  And 
because  I  currently  have  a  total  of  five  dollars  to  my  name  —  all  in 
coins  —  it's  a  good  thing  I  learned  how  to  enjoy  the  simple  things 
in  life. 

See,  I  remember  what  it's  like  to  be  where  those  suits  are  —  so 
busy  that  they  can't  see  the  world  around  them,  feeling  like  they 
have  to  run  everywhere.  They  seldom  stop  to  think  about  what  a 
beautiful  world  they  Hve  in.  As  this  t}pe  of  person  goes,  I  have  to 
admit  that  I  was  one  of  the  worst  kinds  —  I  was  a  workaholic.  My 
wife  actually  left  me  because  I  spent  too  much  time  at  work.  It's 
funny  how  my  Ufe  has  worked  out.  Fortune  dragged  me  by  my  shirt 
coUar  into  the  gutter  and  left  me  there  for  dead.  But  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  my  ruination,  I  would  still  be  the  same  boring  guy,  unimagi- 
native, and  callous.  Although  I'm  just  a  bum,  I  stiU  feel  rich  when  I 
notice  the  beaut}^  of  simple  things,  like  the  way  ducklings  waddle  or 
how  leaves  turn  over  in  the  wind. 

As  evening  starts  to  faU,  I  watch  a  group  of  suits  climb  the 
stairs,  likely  the  last  group  until  tomorrow  morning.  I  always  hated 
the  night  shift,  but  from  the  determined  looks  on  their  half- 
shadowed,  hazy  faces  I  can  tell  that  staying  up  longer  than  man  was 
meant  to  doesn't  matter  to  them.  It's  all  about  getting  ahead  in  life 
and  making  a  buck.  I  really  feel  sorrv  for  those  poor  bastards.  Thev 
can't  look  beyond  their  own  pett}^  concerns  —  or  else  thev  just  don 't, 
which  is  even  sadder. 

Some  guy  hands  me  a  fiver.  While  I  thank  him,  I  can't  help  but 
reciprocate  the  pit}^  I  know  he  feels  for  me.  I  pitv  him  because  he 
and  his  coworkers  can't  think  beyond  their  jobs  and  future  fortunes. 
Leave  it  to  people,  though,  to  not  look  beyond  the  discomfort  they 
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feel  or  the  dreams  they  hope  to  achieve,  to  ignore  anything  beyond 
what  they  have  time  to  think  about.  Why,  I  bet  most  of  these  suits 
going  up  and  down  the  steps  never  even  bother  to  watch  the  rain 
fall.  If  they  did,  that  worry  they  feel  might  evaporate  —  kind  of  like 
the  way  the  rain  turns  to  mist  when  it  lands  on  the  lamps  down  the 
street.  They  wouldn't  recognize  what's  reallj  important  in  this  world 
if  it  whapped  them  with  a  wriggling  salmon.  I'm  damn  fortunate  to 
have  the  rain,  the  street  lamps,  and  the  night. 


Perhaps 

Perhaps  I  should  hide  here  inside  myself, 

With  an  imaginary  tortoise  shell  on  my  back. 

With  my  head  and  limbs  perfectly  concealed, 

Perfectly  safe  and  withdrawn 

by  Kimberly  Simmons 
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Dating  at  Life's  Half-time 

It  wasn't  supposed  to  happen  to  me 

I  was  planning  on  growing  old  with  my  kid's  mom 

It  wasn't  supposed  to  happen  to  me,  but  then  it  did. 

As  a  child  I  dreamed  of  my  future 

I  didn't  see  myself  dating  in  the  middle  of  my  life 

But  here  I  gaze  into  the  mirror. 

Long  gone  is  the  innocence  of  youth 

And  with  it  a  dream,  maybe  two 

A  mature  man  looks  back  at  me  and  smiles 

I  see  laugh  lines  etched  from  the  joys  of  my  existence 

I  find  patience  where  I  once  saw  only  the  fast  track  of  life 

I've  known  a  heart  once  broken,  reborn  to  love  again 

Where  once  I  lived  for  the  moment  and  its  urgent  passions 

I  now  embrace  the  simplicit)^  of  long  sweet  kisses,  and  her  gende  touch 

And  I  savor  every  moment  that  is  the  essence  of  new  love 

A  few  grey  strands  now  make  their  home  in  my  hair 

Age  and  wisdom  have  forged  a  better  and  unique  man 

New  wings  unfold,  as  dating  takes  flight  again 

And  with  God's  grace,  new  dreams  appear  on  the  horizon. 

by  Daniel  A.  Meno 
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ED 


Author's  note:    "E.D. "  is  a  popular  abbreviation  for  the  phrase    "eating 
disorder, "  and  so  hence,  '^d. " 

Ed  has  come  a-knocking 

Once  again  upon  my  door, 

In  that  timid,  humble  way 

That  I've  heard  countless  times  before. 

His  knock  is  so  respectful. 

My  heart  cries  out  to  let  him  in  — 

But  if  he  comes  into  my  home. 

His  game  I'll  never  win. 

You  may  say  I'm  beautiful. 

But  I  feel  ugly,  at  my  core  — 

Ed  can  make  you  feel  Hke  that 

When  he  comes  in  through  your  door. 

You  may  say  I'm  gorgeous. 

But  Ed  —  he's  reaUy  strange  — 

No  matter  what  I  look  like. 

There  are  things  he  wants  to  change. 

For  I  am  one  of  many. 

One  of  millions,  maybe  more. 

Who  sometime  not  too  long  ago. 

Let  Ed  into  my  door. 
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We  are  his  gladiators. 

Fighting  with  his  many  forms; 

Our  struggle  seems  unending, 

And  our  tears  are  raging  storms. 

To  tuck  your  butt  or  tummy. 

Your  thighs,  and  even  more, 

To  shave  off  the  fatt}^  layers 

That  you  added,  years  before. 

With  so  many  folk  to  visit, 

It  can  take  years  before  he  knocks, 

But  Ed  is  never  tardy. 

And  is  deft  at  picking  locks. 

So  here  is  Ed  a-knocking 

Yet  again  upon  my  door, 

And  he  expects  to  be  let  in 

As  he's  been  many  times  before. 

I  grip  my  chair  and  grind  my  teeth. 

All  to  make  him  go  away  — 

Although  I  ignore  the  knocking. 

It  seems  that  Ed  is  here  to  stay. 

by  Katt  Thrasher 
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The  Black  Woman  —  Part  I 

Ears  that  fear  the  truth.  Eyes  that  deceive. 

As  long  as  I  live  &  breathe,  I'm  inclined  to  believe 

that  rU  never  understand  the  complexities  of. .  .man,  thus 

being  a  black  woman  gives  me  pause  to  think  about  us. 

About  how  far  we've  come  though  not  nearly  done 

what  we've  begun  as. .  .a  struggle. 

The  black  woman. 

I  am  that. 

I  am  that  woman  raising  children  alone  in  a  home 

with  no  phone  or  cable  but  managing  to  put  food  on  the  table. 

That  teacher,  who  reaches  inner-city  kids 

regardless  of  their  poverty  or  where  they  happen  to  live. 

That  lawyer,  whose  tireless  efforts  keep  those  thugs  off  the  street. 

That  pastor,  who  gives  the  homeless  food  to  eat. 

That  songstress,  whose  words  derive  from  her  soul. 

That  writer,  who  insists  that  the  truth  be  told. 

That  nurse,  working  double  shifts  in  the  ER; 

that  unemployed  woman  who  Uves  in  her  car. 

That  wandering  addict  who  Uves  day  to  day  losing  the 

battle  of  her  mind 

not  knowing  that  Jesus  is  the  way  out  of  darkness. 

That  waitress  relying  on  tips,  don't  trip 

I  know  you  feel  this.  It  ain't  easy  being  a. .  .black  woman. 

Yes... I  am  that... 
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I  am  that  high  fiving,  girlfriend  saying,  tonk  playing, 

fried  chicken  eating,  kool-aid  drinking,  domino  slapping, 

at  the  beauty  shop  yapping,  grubbing  at  the  barbeque  sets  with 

ribs,  potato  salad,  peach  cobbler  and  the  rest; 

at  the  mall  shopping,  jaw  dropping,  car  stopping  for  that  honey 

with  them  braids  in  his  hair. .  .yet,  real  man  searching, 

on  the  job  working,  all  the  time  worshipping 

my  Lord  &  Savior  —  Jesus  Christ. 

Black  women  of  character,  culture  and  various  colors 

being  raised  by  mothers  whose  strength 

and  grace  have  sustained  us  —  through  the  hard  times. 

Still  we  shine,  still  we  stand  with  God  on  our  side 

holding  our  hearts  in  His  hands. 

So  here  we  are,  with  our  afros  &  pedicured  toes,  nose  rings  &  hair 

weaves,  tattoos  &  Prada  shoes,  thick  lips  and  thick  hips. 

Yes,  we  are  queens . . .  coming  to  that  place 

where  the  Holy  Spirit  prepares  us  as  brides  fit  for  our  Lord,  our 

Savior  &  our  King. 

by  Kim  Crockett 
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Volume  Vive 


A  Winter  Day 


New  I'^oices 
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bv  Diana  Brummett 
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Key  to  My  Heart 

I  had  closed  the  door  upon  my  heart, 

And  wouldn't  let  anyone  in. 

I  had  trusted  and  loved  only  to  be  hurt. 

But  that  would  never  happen  again! 

I  had  locked  my  heart  and  tossed  away  the  key, 

As  far  and  as  hard  as  I  could. 

Love  would  never  enter  there  again, 

My  heart  was  closed  for  good. 

Then  you  came  into  my  Ufe, 

And  made  me  change  my  mind. 

Just  then  I  thought  that  tiny  key. 

Was  impossible  to  find! 

That's  when  you  held  out  your  hand. 

And  proved  to  me  I  was  wrong! 

Inside  your  palm  was  the  key  to  my  heart. . . 

You  had  it  all  along! 

by  Jessica  Hampton 
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Spiders  Really  Bug  Me 

by  Karen  (Weber)  Koger 

My  mom  often  wonders  how  I  am  able  to  coexist  in  a  world  of 
insects.  If  put  into  a  room  filled  with  bugs  from  floor  to  ceiling,  I'd 
go  absolutely  crazy  with  these  dumb  Utde  creatures  crawling  and 
flying  all  over  me.  However,  I  am  proud  to  say  that  I  ventured  out 
on  my  own  at  eighteen,  and  have  not  had  to  move  back  home  to 
mom  and  dad's  yet  because  any  bug  got  the  better  of  me.  I  will 
admit,  though,  that  I  am  not  too  proud  to  call  in  reinforcements 
when  needed,  and  have  resorted  to  calling  my  husband,  making  him 
stop  immediately  what  he  is  working  on  and  come  take  care  of  the 
manly  task  at  hand:  Eliminate  the  bug.  I  have  definitely  had  my 
share  of  bug  batdes  over  the  years,  some  that  if  \ddeotaped  could 
debut  on  a  funniest  video  show. 

When  it  comes  to  my  intense  fear,  on  my  list  of  top  offenders 
are  spiders,  which  are  in  a  class  of  their  own,  but  to  me  thev  are  part 
of  that  exquisite  category  called  bugs.  Spiders  probably  pro\ide 
some  of  the  most  interesting  memories  in  the  batde  of  me  versus 
the  bug.  Age  has  not  calmed  this  phobia  either.  I  am  just  as  intense 
now  with  this  fear  as  I  was  in  my  youthful  da^^s.  Venturing  out  on 
my  own,  as  a  young  adult,  would  only  intensify-  my  trepidation.  I 
would  have  to  face  these  creatures  alone  as  they  invaded  my  lining 

space. 

*  *  * 

The  alarm  would  do  its  usual  job  of  jerking  me  back  into  realit}^ 
on  this  common  morning.  Twent)^-years-old  then,  I  would  slowly 
make  mv  way  into  mv  morning  routine.  Reluctantlv  pushing  the 
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covers  off  my  sleepy  body,  I  yawned  through  my  20  minute 
workout  routine,  plugged  in  my  iron  for  the  day's  pressing,  and 
headed  towards  the  bathroom.  After  my  shower  I  began  to  wake  up, 
my  mind  already  ahead  of  the  rest  of  me  going  over  the  day's 
itinerary.  My  body  was  still  going  through  the  morning  motions, 
while  my  mind  began  prioritizing  my  work  load  at  the  office,  lunch 
ideas,  and  evening  plans.  Finished  with  the  mundane,  daily 
bathroom  routine,  I  walked  back  into  my  bedroom.  Nonchalantiy 
deciding  what  I  would  wear,  something  caught  the  corner  of  my  eye 
that  sent  my  body  into  an  abrupt  shock.  Nothing  was  important 
now;  lunch  plans  could  wait.  For  the  next  excruciating  seconds,  I 
was  in  a  frantic  state  of  mind,  momentarily  frozen  in  place. 

Standing  at  attention  in  the  middle  of  my  bed,  where  I  had 
pushed  the  covers  back  just  minutes  before  was  what  some  might 
say  a  beautiful,  large,  black  spider.  To  me  it  would  be  the  reason  for 
short  quick  breaths,  a  profuse  sweat,  and  a  panic  that  would  send 
my  mind  into  overdrive.  How  long  had  this  spider  been  there? 
Where  in  the  world  did  a  spider  so  big  come  from?  Had  he  been 
there  all  night  in  bed  with  me,  crawling  around  my  body  as  he  would 
new  territory?  From  my  position  across  the  room  he  appeared 
extremely  large,  a  plump  body  and  thick  legs  covered  with  what 
appeared  to  be  fur.  Could  this  be  a  tarantula?  He  was  the  size  of  a 
walnut,  but  to  me  he  might  as  well  have  been  ten  feet  tall  and  five 
feet  wide.  This  monster  before  me  showed  no  fear  as  he  continued 
to  hold  his  stance  as  ruler  of  my  bed.  What  could  I  do,  I  had  to  get 
to  work.  It  was  me  against  the  spider,  and  it  would  be  survival  of 
the  fittest. 

If  I  flicked  him  off  my  bed,  I  would  live  a  nightmare.  I  would 


New  Voices  Volume  Five  45 


not  sleep  again,  at  least  not  in  that  room.  I  would  panic  all  day  at 
work,  turning  my  cozy  apartment,  in  my  mind,  into  some  scene 
from  a  B-rated  horror  flick.  At  night,  I  would  never  be  able  to  crawl 
into  those  cozy  covers  again.  My  other  option  was  glum,  too.  If  I 
were  able  to  get  close  enough  with  a  book  or  paper  to  beat  the 
insides  right  out  of  him,  I  would  have  to  throw  away  my  soft,  worn- 
in  sheets.  I  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  spider  innards  spewed  all 
over  my  sheets  like  a  stepped  on  catsup  packet  ,  and  the  task  of 
scraping  off  the  remaining  body  parts,  carrying  them  into  the  toilet 
for  its  final  flush. 

Desperate  seconds  had  passed  with  no  answer  in  sight.  I  knew 
I  was  also  taking  a  chance  he  would  decide  to  quickly  move  before 
I  could  end  the  batde.  If  he  crawled  away,  I  would  be  in  that  same 
nightmarish  predicament  of  never  knowing  when  or  where  he 
would  strike  again. 

Desperate  breaths  begged  for  a  plan,  when  I  finaUv  felt 
movement  again  in  my  neck.  My  head  turned  in  the  other  direction, 
but  not  far  enough  to  let  him  out  of  my  peripheral  sight.  The 
hissing  noise  caught  my  attention  and  I  saw  my  reprieve,  the  iron. 
Could  I  possibly  puU  this  off?  I  had  to  jerk  aU  of  mv  senses 
together.  One  false  move  would  send  this  creature  on  the  run.  Now 
the  insect  rights  activists  might  decide  to  turn  me  in,  but  I  had  to 
proceed.  Besides,  one  thinks  nothing  of  dropping  a  non-suspecting 
lobster  in  to  his  boiUng  bath  of  death,  in  order  to  enjov  such  a 
delicacy.  This  was  my  only  hope.  This  was  self-defense,  I  reasoned, 
against  a  beastiy  intruder. 

With  full  range  of  motion  back,  adrenaline  kicking  in  at  full 
force,  I  gracefully  reached  for  the  iron.  Pirouetting  towards  tiie 
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black  fear  I  lunged  into  overdrive,  placed  the  searing,  breathing 
appliance  right  on  top  of  the  spider  himself,  branding  his  entire 
body.  The  hissing  sound  now  turned  into  a  lazy  sizzle,  like  bacon 
frying,  a  sound  I  will  always  remember. 

Jumping  and  shrieking  a  few  times,  I  did  finally  calm  down  long 
enough  to  get  dressed.  I  could  have  used  a  second  shower,  but  lived 
that  day  with  the  scent  of  fear  and  victory  meshed  together.  I  rose 
up  against  my  fear  this  time  and  won;  the  spider  lay  dead.  I  still  had 
the  matter  of  whisking  him  away,  but  at  least  there  would  be  no 
lasting  memories  in  my  favorite  bedding.  I  carefully  scooped  him  off 
of  the  bed  and  onto  a  piece  of  sturdy  construction  paper,  careful 
not  to  have  any  personal  contact  with  the  lifeless  body  and 
anxiously  hurried  towards  the  bathroom.  He  was  flushed  down  the 
toilet,  with  a  couple  final-closure  flushes.  I  went  to  work  and 
bragged  about  my  adventures  in  bed  that  morning. 

Coming  home  from  a  long  day  at  the  office  several  years  later, 
my  hunger  needed  satisfying  and  was  top  priority  over  the  mail, 
phone  messages,  or  paper.  Walking  into  the  dismal,  lonely 
apartment,  I  tossed  my  purse  to  the  nearest  chair  and  headed 
straight  for  the  kitchen.  Anything  quick  sounded  appetizing  at  this 
point,  perhaps  a  one  pot  meal.  This  would  make  for  easy  cleanup, 
too,  as  I  could  not  help  but  notice  the  sink  calling  out,  "clean  me!" 
The  dishes  from  this  morning's  hurried  cereal  and  juice  and  last 
night's  chicken-whatever  were  rinsed,  but  still  sitting.  Dinner  never 
took  long,  as  single  life  had  taught  me  to  create  my  feasts  in  a  matter 
of  minutes. 

After  enjoying  my  home  cooked  meal,  I  headed  towards  the  task 
of  my  evening.  Reaching  in  I  secured  the  stopper  in  the  sink,  filled 
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it  with  warm,  soapy  water  and  plunged  my  hands  in  the  dish  spa.  In 
the  early  eighties,  dishwashers  weren't  a  common  kitchen  appliance 
and  dishes  were  still  done  by  hand,  an  unheard  of  concept  for  the 
children  of  today  who  stack  dishes  every  which  way  in  what  is  called 
a  dishwasher.  As  I  mindlessly  scrubbed  and  rinsed  each  plate,  I 
noticed  that  the  water  seemed  rather  hairy.  As  I  finished  the  last 
utensil  this  fuzzy  feeling  continued.  Instead  of  lost  in  thought  about 
my  weekend  plans,  my  mind  was  now  zeroing  in  on  this  namral 
phenomenon.  Should  I  call  and  ask  mom  if  she's  ever  had  hairy  dish 
water  before?  Dishes  done,  I  emptied  the  sink  and  went  about  my 
evening.  As  the  water  drained  something  in  the  corner  caught  my 
eye.  StiU  covered  in  soap  lather  it  appeared  to  be  a  black  blob  of 
some  sort.  I  rinsed  it  off;  still  not  sure  of  what  it  was  and  was  about 
ready  to  scoop  it  up  in  my  hand  and  put  it  in  the  garbage,  when  legs 
started  appearing  under  the  bubbles  washing  away.  It  had  the 
appearance  of  a  wet  mutt,  hairy  and  soaked,  but  at  least  it  was 
obviously  dead.  I  still  started  to  panic,  my  stomach  tingUng  and  a 
slight  sweat  breaking  out  all  over. 

I  knew  it  could  not  hurt  me  at  this  point,  but  I  stiU  wondered 
just  how  many  times  my  hands  touched  this  arachnid  creature  of 
the  deep  sink.  I  would  have  absolutely  screamed  had  I  actually 
grabbed  this  blob  with  my  hand,  in  the  unknown  waters  and  rinsed 
it  off  Uke  any  other  dish.  How  dare  it  get  into  mv  sink  and  invade 
my  living  quarters.  It  deserved  its  drowning. 

That  night,  I  lay  awake  for  quite  awhile  reliving  that  moment, 
quivering  with  covers  pulled  up  to  my  chin,  w^ondering  with  eyes 
wide  open  if  it  invited  his  friends.  To  this  day,  I  rinse  my  sink  before 
any  dishes  are  hand  washed. 
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Just  recently  I  would  have  to  conquer  my  fear  not  once,  but 
twice  in  the  same  day.  On  a  perfect  fall  morning,  crisp  and  sunny,  I 
got  into  my  car,  adjusted  the  radio,  and  headed  to  work.  As  I  was 
driving  down  the  road  keeping  beat  with  another  favorite  oldie,  I 
started  to  notice  cobwebs  on  the  windshield.  A  cobweb  is  an 
exquisite  work  of  art,  but  I  prefer  to  observe  this  masterpiece,  and 
its  artist  from  a  safe  distance.  Keeping  a  close  eye  on  the  traffic,  I 
started  to  investigate  this  situation.  It  did  not  take  long  to  realize 
that  these  cobwebs  were  on  the  inside  of  my  car!  Since  when  did 
spiders  take  an  interest  in  cars  and  just  why  my  husband  did  not 
spray  the  perimeter  of  the  house  with  spider  repellent  as  promised, 
are  questions  I  would  start  fuming  about. 

Where  there  are  cobwebs,  there  are  spiders.  I  hoped  this  one 
had  moved  on  to  another  car.  As  I  drove  down  the  road,  my  eyes 
looking  everywhere  inside  and  outside  of  the  car,  panic  set  in. 
"Calm  down,"  I  thought.  I  cannot  have  a  wreck  because  of  an  eight- 
legged  annoyance.  Hands  clenched  to  the  steering  wheel,  a  spider 
glided  gracefully  down  a  thin  line  of  silk  right  above  the  dash  on  my 
side  of  the  car.  The  sweat  started  to  creep  all  over  my  body,  as  I 
frantically  kept  watch  of  the  road  and  begged  for  a  red  light.  I  noted 
the  course  of  his  unsuspecting  attack,  which  was  towards  my  left 
thigh.  He  reached  the  first  point  of  his  mission  on  top  of  the  dash 
board.  Perhaps  for  a  second  I  wondered  if  he  would  chart  his 
course  towards  the  window  in  search  of  lost  bugs.  This  would  never 
be  my  luck.  He  started  crawling  towards  the  edge  of  the  dash  for 
his  next  plummet.  I  tried  to  shift  my  body  right  as  I  continued  my 
road  vigilance,  and  noticed  the  light  started  to  change  in  my  favor. 

I  looked  on  the  seat  next  to  me  in  hopes  of  anything  disposable. 
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A  magazine  would  become  the  weapon  of  choice.  As  he  continued 
his  crawl  down  the  side  of  the  dashboard,  I  grabbed  the  magazine 
and  with  one  eye  on  the  light  begging  it  not  to  change,  and  one  eye 
on  him,  I  smacked  the  side  of  the  dash  with  all  my  might. 
Adrenaline  was  flowing  strongly  now  and  screeches  were  popping 
out  of  my  mouth.  Holding  on  the  spider  winced  his  legs,  and  I 
knew  there  was  only  one  recourse.  I  must  quickly  open  the  door, 
and  knock  the  spider  to  the  pavement  below.  One  last  look  to  make 
sure  he  was  on  the  ground,  I  slammed  the  door  in  time  for  the  light 
to  change  and  hurried  across  the  street  wondering  through  the 
rearview  mirror  could  he  catch  up  to  me.  The  magazine  went  into 
the  garbage  as  soon  as  I  got  to  work,  and  my  husband  made  fully 
aware  of  my  adventure,  had  strict  orders  to  spray  that  very  night. 

After  work  I  headed  home  still  keeping  an  eye  on  the  webs  that 
lingered.  I  grabbed  the  paper  and  the  mail  and  headed  in  to  the 
house,  welcomed  by  my  two  happy  labs.  Darby  and  Sammy.  In  all 
of  their  excitement,  I  dropped  my  things  on  the  table  and  then  I 
saw  a  something  flash  across  the  floor.  It  only  took  seconds  to 
focus  on  yet  another  spider  this  time  scurrying  as  quickly  as  he 
could. 

This  time  I  was  not  in  the  mood.  I  would  go  against  mv  verv 
rule  of  shoe  defense:  Do  not  step  on  bugs  with  gvm  shoes  that  have 
ridges  as  one  wrong  pounce  could  send  the  bug  wedged  in  between, 
possibly  still  alive.  My  theory  of  squished  bug  parts  on  the  bottom 
of  shoes  is  something  1  just  can  not  stomach.  He  was  running 
towards  my  kitchen.  I  raised  a  foot  and  in  a  split  second  came  down 
hard.  Darby  and  Sammy  were  curious  now,  joining  in  on  the  frantic 
bug  dance  that  1  have  done  countless  times  over  the  vears  alwavs 
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giving  my  daughter,  Emily,  quite  a  laugh  when  she  is  present.  I 
totally  missed.  During  the  flailing  dance,  I  came  down  two  and  three 
more  times.  The  spider  was  missing,  which  meant  only  one  thing. 
He  was  on  the  bottom  of  my  shoe!  In  another  split  second,  heart 
pounding,  palms  sweating,  I  kicked  the  shoe  right  off  of  my  foot 
and  moved  quickly.  Once  I  had  my  wits  about  me,  I  carefully  picked 
up  the  shoe  to  see  my  success.  He  was  definitely  in  that  splattered 
dead  state  on  the  bottom  of  my  shoe.  I  peeled  him  off  with  a 
wadded  up  paper  towel,  only  to  see  a  leg  still  stuck  between  the 
groove.  It  would  have  to  stay;  I  was  not  digging  it  out.  I 
triumphandy  put  my  tainted  shoe  back  on,  and  proceeded  to  love 
my  dogs  and  celebrate  my  two  wins  in  one  day. 

Over  the  years,  many  spiders  and  bugs  have  gotten  away,  and 
many  have  shortened  their  Hfe  span  in  the  course  of  my  life.  Some 
have  even  been  set  free  with  my  famous  cup  and  plate  trick,  where 
I  feverishly  cover  them  in  the  cup,  slide  the  plate  under  and  franti- 
cally run  outside  to  throw  the  bug  free  to  the  wind,  with  dogs 
usually  following  and  my  daughter  laughing  at  her  talented  mom.  It 
is  sad  to  say  that  I  have  instilled  this  great  fear  of  bugs  in  my  now, 
sixteen-year-old  daughter,  who  actually  yells  for  me  to  come  get  the 
bug  out  of  her  room.  We  even  conquered  our  own  car  spider 
together  in  a  parking  lot  a  year  or  two  ago.  Buying  a  can  of  bug 
spray  we  frantically  sprayed  it  to  death,  the  two  of  us  quite  a  show; 
jumping,  screaming,  and  laughing  in  the  parking  lot,  so  hard  it  hurt. 
We  bravely  got  back  into  that  car,  mission  accomplished,  still 
laughing  and  sharing  a  moment  that  wiU  remain  our  funny  memory 
for  years  to  come. 
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The  man  of  the  house  is  not  always  around  to  save  me  from 
these  villains,  but  I  think  I  can  overcome  my  bug  phobia  when  faced 
with  the  impending  challenge.  And  I,  too,  will  be  proud  of  my 
teenage  daughter  as  she  learns  to  triumph  over  the  battles  against 
these  litde  pests,  even  if  the  war  of  fear  can  never  be  won. 
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nor  the  trees 

dawn  is  gray 

dawn  is  gray 

and  autumn  shed  its  color  — 

the  sky  offers  none, 

the  ground  offers  none, 

nor  the  trees. 

turn  up  your  collar, 

it's  getting  cold. 

turn  up  your  collar, 

winter's  coming. 

i  thought  i  heard  birds 

but  that  was  tuesday. 

on  faith  alone 

I  believe  there's  a  sun  — 

the  sky  offers  none, 

the  ground  offers  none, 

•  nor  the  trees. 

turn  up  your  collar, 

it's  getting  cold. 

it's  not  what  we  choose, 

it's  a  light  we  discovered 

fate  lit  in  one  hand 

and  snuffed  with  the  other, 

it's  not  what  we  choose, 

not  what  we  choose, 

just  something  we  were  born  to  lose. 
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dawn  is  gray, 

dawn  is  gray. 

i  bet  the  debt  we  don't  see  rain 

the  sky  offers  none, 

the  ground  offers  none, 

nor  the  trees. 

the  sky  offers  none, 

the  ground  offers  none, 

nor  the  trees. 

turn  up  your  collar, 

winter's  coming. 

by  Robert  Miiller 


Winter 

Persephone  is  mourning. 

Pining  for  life  above  ground. 

Her  mother  is  weeping  in  the  absence  of  her  only  daughter. 

Her  tears  frost  the  earth  and  wither  the  trees 

by  Kimberly  Simmons 
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m  Never  Know 

Your  interest  in  me  was  a  complete  shock. 

In  the  middle  of  my  self-pity  and  confusion, 

You  made  me  do  a  1 80  and  focus  on  someone  other  than  me. 

I  took  a  step  towards  you,  still  clutching  my  heart. 

Still  terrified  of  re-Uving  the  past. 

But  when  I  tried  to  tighten  my  grip, 

You  coaxed  it  open  a  Utde  more. 

Every  chance  you  had  to  walk  away. 

To  be  Uke  the  others. 

You  didn't.  You  stayed. 

Trying  to  convince  me  you  were  different. 

I  started  to  let  go,  to  trust. 

Investing  a  litde  more  of  me  into  you. 

Finally  feeling  right;  feeling  steady. 

You  increased  your  distance, 
But  still  assured  me  with  words  that  my  fears  were  unfounded. 

Then,  like  an  autumn  wind,  you  vanished  — 

Enveloped  yourself  back  in  your  world,  and  locked  me  out. 

Left  dazed  at  the  suddenness  of  your  disappearance. 

by  Megan  BaUard 
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The  New  Ellis  Island:  Illegal  Immigration 
Affecting  Our  Workforce 

by  Carly  Guest- Williams 

"Undocumented  workers"  is  the  politically  correct  term  for 
illegal  workers;  however,  they  are  in  the  USA  illegally.  This  is  a 
problem  in  itself.  According  to  the  1997  Immigration  and  Nationality 
Act  with  amendments  and  notes  on  related  laws  (INA): 

It  is  unlawful  for  a  person  or  other  entity  to  hire,  or  to 
recruit  or  refer  for  a  fee,  for  employment  in  the  United 
States  an  alien  knowing  the  alien  is  an  unauthorized  alien 
with  respect  to  such  employment,  or  to  hire  for 
employment  in  the  United  States  an  individual  without 
complying  with  the  requirements  the  Employment 
Verification  System  or  if  the  person  or  entity  is  an  agricul- 
tural association,  agricultural  employer,  or  farm  labor 
contractor  to  hire,  or  to  recruit  or  refer  for  a  fee,  for 
employment  in  the  United  States  an  individual  without 
complying  with  the  requirements  of  the  Employment 
Verification  System. 

The  government  has  no  information  on  these  immigrant 
workers.  They  could  be  criminals.  "In  2002  illegals  cost  the  federal 
prison  and  court  systems  $1.6  billion"  (Hess,  2006,  p.l).  They  could 
also  be  bringing  in  disease.  "According  to  most  estimates  about  1 1 
million  undocumented  immigrants  are  now  in  the  USA,  with  about 
56%  coming  from  Mexico"  (McNatt  and  Benassi,  2006,  p.l). 
Diseases    that   have   been   brought   into    die    country   by   illegal 


56  New  Voices  Volume  Five 


immigrant  workers  include:  drug-resistant-tuberculosis,  leprosy, 
hepatitis  A,  and  Chagas  Disease,  an  organ-attacking  parasite 
imported  from  South  America  (Hess,  2006,  p.l). 

The  fact  that  the  immigrants  are  willing  to  work  for  below 
minimum  wage  takes  jobs  away  from  people  who  are  in  the  USA 
legally.  There  is  no  income  taxation  on  the  workers;  however,  they 
are  able  to  receive  certain  benefits.  This  creates  a  greater  usage  of 
the  benefits,  but  less  money  to  pay  for  it.  Two  examples  of  benefits 
are  education  and  use  of  social  services.  "Local  school  districts  are 
estimated  to  educate  1.8  million  undocumented  children.  At  an 
average  annual  cost  of  $7,500  (averages  vary  by  jurisdiction)  per 
student,  the  cost  of  providing  education  to  these  children  is  about 
$11.2  biUion"  (McNatt  and  Benassi,  2006,  p.2). 

Illegals  are  not  American  cidzens,  and  yet  they  sap  social 
services  and  cost  hospitals  biUions  of  dollars  in  unpaid-for 
health  care.  In  2002  illegals  cost  the  federal  government  $2.5 
billion  in  Medicaid,  $1.9  billion  in  food  assistance  programs, 
and  $2.2  billion  in  treatment  for  the  uninsured.  States  near 
the  border  suffer  the  biggest  burden.  For  instance,  illegal 
immigrants'  health  care  costs  Arizona  alone  about  $400 
million  each  year  (Hess,  2006,  p.l). 

A  much  debated  solution  to  the  problem  of  illegal  immigration 
in  employment  is  the  proposed  temporary  worker  program. 
President  George  W.  Bush  in  his  June  1,  2006,  speech  to  the  United 
States  Chamber  of  Commerce  claimed:  "The  program  would  create 
a  legal  path  for  foreign  workers  to  enter  this  country  in  an  orderly 
way  for  a  limited  period  of  time.  It  would  match  willing  foreign 
workers  with  willing  American  employers  for  jobs  Americans  are  not 
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doing"  (p.3).  The  temporary  worker  program  is  also  Icnown  as  the 
guest-worker  program.  The  idea  of  the  program  is  to  legally  admit 
workers  into  the  USA  to  be  able  to  work  temporarily.  President  Bush 
said:  "A  temporary  worker  program  would  ease  the  financial  burden 
on  state  and  local  governments  by  replacing  illegal  workers  with 
lawful  taxpayers"  (p.3).  This  could  solve  the  problem  of  illegal 
immigration  in  employment,  as  the  immigrants  would  enter  the 
country  legally  and  they  would  be  taxed. 

Background  checks  would  be  performed  on  all  the  workers,  and 
the  temporary  workers  would  have  to  leave  once  their  visas  expired. 
President  Bush  proposed  that:  "Every  worker  who  applies  for  the 
program  would  be  required  to  pass  a  criminal  background  check. 
Temporary  workers  must  return  to  their  homes  at  the  conclusion  of 
their  stay"  (p.3). 

This  solution  could  provide  less  illegal  immigration  in 
employment;  however,  there  are  some  questions  that  could  become 
issues.  Would  the  plan  really  stop  the  flow  of  illegal  workers  from 
Mexico?  The  workers  who  do  not  qualify  for  the  program  would 
not  apply  and  continue  to  enter  and  remain  in  the  USA  illegally. 
Does  implementing  a  program  such  as  this  show  the  USA  to  be 
weak?  It  could  be  seen  that  this  plan  is  catering  to  people  who  have 
come  into  the  USA  illegally  and  in  effect  rewarding  them  for 
breaking  the  law.  Maureen  Groppe,  a  writer  for  the  Washington 
bureau  of  The  Indianapolis  i'A^r  writes  that:  "Many  Republicans  tliink 
the  Senate  bill  would  reward  people  for  breaking  the  law"  (Groppe, 
2006,  p.A4).  In  addition  Greg  Serbon  of  the  Indiana  Federation  for 
Immigration  Reform  and  Enforcement  states  that:  "No  proposed 
guest-worker  plan  deals  with  the  cost  of  social  services,  education, 
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housing  and  health  care  of  the  new  guest  workers"  (Serbon,  2006, 
p.All).  Will  the  workers  leave  when  they  are  supposed  to?  Could 
they  still  be  paid  below  minimum  wage?  The  temporary  workers 
program  does  not  address  the  problem  of  the  illegal  immigrants 
already  in  the  USA.  To  target  the  problem  of  the  illegal  immigrant 
workers  already  in  the  USA,  the  guest  worker  program  would  have 
to  be  used  in  conjunction  with  another  solution,  such  as  amnesty. 

There  is  a  "chance  for  the  illegal  immigrants  already  here  to  pay 
a  fine,  become  legal  and  eventually  earn  citizenship"  (Tierney,  2006, 
p.A16).  Legalizing  illegal  immigrant  workers  already  in  the  USA 
would  solve  the  issue  of  the  workers  being  illegal.  Taxes  would  be 
paid  and  the  government  could  regulate  who  was  in  the  USA,  as  the 
workers  would  have  to  file  paperwork  and  go  through  background 
checks  to  be  able  to  become  legal  residents  and  eventually  citizens 
of  the  USA.  The  topic  of  amnesty  arouses  strong  feelings  as  it  can 
be  viewed  as  a  reward  for  behaving  badly  and  breaking  the  law. 
What  about  the  workers  who  do  have  a  criminal  record?  They 
would  not  qualify  for  amnesty  and  if  they  were  to  try,  they  would  be 
deported.  So  the  immigrants  stay  as  illegal  workers  and  there  are  no 
repercussions.  Employers  would  have  to  pay  at  least  minimum  wage 
to  legal  residents  and  citizens.  Employers  hire  illegal  immigrants 
originally  because  they  can  be  paid  so  poorly,  so  will  the  employers 
be  willing  to  pay  the  minimum  wage? 

Indiana  Representative  John  Hostettler,  chairman  of  the 
Republican  Subcommittee  on  Immigration  and  Border  Security 
claims  that  amnesty:  "...hurts  American  workers  and  jobs.  A  study 
by  the  Center  for  Immigration  Studies  found  between  2000  and 
2004,  the  number  of  native-born  Americans  with  jobs  decreased  by 
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nearly  500,000  while  there  was  a  1.8  million  net  increase  in  jobs  that 
went  to  foreign-born  workers"  (Hostettler,  2006,  p.E3).  Neither 
amnesty  nor  the  guest  worker  program  can  be  effective  without 
tougher  Mexican  border  control. 

President  Bush  claimed:  "The  border  should  be  open  to  trade 
and  lawful  immigration,  and  shut  to  illegal  immigrants,  as  well  as 
criminals,  drug  dealers  and  terrorists"  (p.l).  Securing  the  Mexican 
border  is  an  important  and  integral  part  in  solving  the  problem  of 
illegal  workers.  Once  the  border  is  sufficiendy  secure,  the  illegal 
workers  cannot  come  into  the  USA  and  therefore,  cannot  work  in 
the  USA.  "It  is  imperative  Congress  first  secure  the  borders,  then 
the  question  of  amnesty,  a  road  to  citizenship  or  a  guest-worker 
program  can  be  addressed.  Trying  to  do  anything  about 
immigration  without  first  closing  the  borders  would  be  like  trying  to 
pump  out  New  Orleans  while  the  levies  were  stUl  breached" 
(Harding,  2006,  p.All). 

With  increase  in  Border  Patrol  agents  and  armed  National 
Guard  units  to  support  the  Border  Patrol,  the  borders  should 
become  more  secure.  There  has  been  some  early  evidence  that  even 
with  a  slight  increase  in  National  Guard  presence  at  the  border,  the 
number  of  illegal  immigrant  workers  has  started  to  decline.  It  would 
appear  that  the  idea  alone  of  the  National  Guard  being  at  the 
border  creates  a  fear  for  Mexican  illegal  workers.  Thev  do  not  want 
to  risk  facing  the  U.S.  military  at  the  border  if  thev  are  caught. 
(Johnson,  2006,  pp.  1-2).  President  Bush  explains  that  along  with  the 
increased  manpower  at  the  border,  a  high-tech  fence  or  wall  needs 
to  be  constructed  to  truly  deter  illegal  workers.  The  one  weakness 
that  can  be  determined  in  securing  the  borders  is  that  if  people  are 
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desperate  enough  to  break  laws  to  come  work  in  the  USA,  they  will 
try  to  find  other  ways  of  getting  into  the  country.  A  possible  idea 
would  be  that  they  would  start  to  dig  tunnels.  As  beneficial  as 
securing  the  border  will  be,  it  does  not  solve  the  fundamental 
problem  of  why  Mexican  workers  are  flocking  to  the  USA  to  work. 

Another  solution  to  stop  the  influx  of  Mexican  illegal  workers 
from  coming  into  the  USA  is  to  deal  with  the  source  of  the 
problem.  Mexicans  claim  they  are  coming  to  the  USA  to  work,  to 
be  able  to  make  money,  have  a  better  standard  of  living  than  they 
would  in  Mexico.  In  an  article  in  The  Indianapolis  Star,  illegal 
immigrant  Trujillo  Flores,  35  says:  "Instead  of  helping  us,  our 
government  (Mexico)  robbed  us.  If  our  countries  were  like  the  U.S., 
we  wouldn't  come  here"  (Lopez,  2006,  p.Al).  Helping  Mexico  with 
its  own  economy  and  crime  would  reduce  the  desire  of  Mexican 
workers  to  come  to  the  USA  to  make  money.  We  could  provide 
assistance  to  the  Mexican  government  by  dealing  with  the  crime  and 
drug  issues  which  are  currently  rampant.  We  could  provide  training 
and  enforcement  from  the  U.S.  military.  The  U.S.  government  could 
also  help  Mexico  develop  a  thriving  economy.  The  Mexican 
economy  would  no  longer  be  dependent  on  Mexican  workers 
sending  money  back  from  the  USA.  In  my  opinion  as  advantageous 
as  it  would  be  to  help  Mexico,  it  is  unlikely  that  they  would  accept 
assistance  or  want  to  change  how  their  country  is  run.  The  corrupt 
government  benefits  too  much  from  the  money  getting  sent  back 
to  Mexico. 

A  big  factor  in  illegal  immigrant  workers  coming  to  the  USA  is 
that  employers  are  willing  to  hire  iUegal  workers.  Workforce 
enforcement  has  steadily  declined  and  this  is  a  result  of  fierce 
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political  pressure.  Without  proper  enforcement  in  the  workplace  the 
companies  are  not  facing  the  consequences  of  breaking  the  law.  In 
1999,  the  USA  issued  fines  against  417  companies.  In  2004,  it  issued 
fines  to  only  three  (Hsu  &  Lydersen,  2006,  p. A3). 

Another  issue  that  goes  along  with  tougher  enforcement  of  the 
fines  is  the  size  of  the  fines.  President  George  W.  Bush  in  his  June 
1,  2006  speech  to  the  United  States  Chamber  of  Commerce 
claimed:  "A  penalty  for  knowingly  hiring  an  illegal  immigrant  can  be 
as  low  as  $250  and  can't  exceed  $2,000."  He  goes  on  to  say  that:  "If 
we  want  to  be  smart  about  work  site  enforcement,  we  got  to  say  to 
somebody  who's  breaking  the  law,  there's  going  to  be  a  cost,  and  it's 
more  than  $250.  And  so  fines  need  to  be  larger"  (p.4).  The 
punishment  for  illegal  hiring  of  undocumented  workers  needs  to  be 
greater  and  more  stricdy  enforced.  However,  how  big  does  the  fine 
have  to  be  to  make  a  company  stop  from  hiring  illegal  workers?  I 
beHeve  that  for  it  to  even  make  a  difference  the  fine  has  to  offset 
the  money  a  company  saves  by  employing  an  illegal  w^orker. 

With  greater  border  control,  government  regulation,  a  focus  on 
helping  Mexico's  economy,  possible  amnest};  and  a  guest-worker 
program;  the  number  of  illegal  employees  can  be  reduced. 
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Escape 

Relishing 

Another  place  and  time 

Lingering 

In  the  windows 

Of  secret  past  memories 

Etched 

Into  our  souls; 

A  sparkling  creek 

Meanders 

Across  a  luscious  landscape 

Of  sea  foam  green 

And  bearnaise  brown. 

Splashing 

Over  the  shale  and 

Limestone  cliffs 

Weathered 

By  centuries  of 

Waterfalls 

Cascading  constantly. 

Untouched 

Except  by  the  naked  eyes 

Engulfing 

This  wondrous,  breathtaking 

Overlook 

Hidden  treasures 

Waiting  to  be 
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Captured 

And  shared  with 

Someone  special 

To  remember. 

A  coyote  coyly 

Hovering 

Over  his 

Precious  piece 

Of  abandoned  corn 

Obscurely 

Amber  and  crimson  leaves 

Swirling  and  dancing 

Crunching 
Beneath  our  steps. 

The  vibrant 

Blue  baby  heron 

Nestling 

From  the  elements 

Perching 

On  the  river  bank 

Candidly. 

Kaiu  drumming 

Across  the  umbrella  held 

Tighdy 

In  unison 

To  preserve  the  moment. 

Savored 

Instinctive  emotions 
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Intuitive  of 

Nature 

With  admiration 

Evoked 

From  the  incandescent 

Stars. 

The  appreciation  of  time 

Showering 

In  the  reflection 

Of  the  serene 

Horizon. 

Inherent  warmth 

Of  the  embracing  memory 

Created 

With  that  someone 

Everlasting 

In  the  brilliant 

Picture 

In  time  forever 

Painted 

With  the 

Brush  strokes 

Of 

hope. 


by  Victoria  vMexander 
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Lifelong  Learning  Poem 

Silver  and  pearls  can  be  acquired, 

And  then  stolen, 

Amethysts  and  diamonds  can  be  purchased, 

And  then  lost, 

Silk  raiment  and  other  fine  garments  can  be  bought. 

And  then  stained, 

Youth  and  external  beaut}^  are  given, 

But  they  fade  and  lose  their  power  with  time. 

The  more  one  knows. 

The  more  one  has. 

Because  knowledge  is  an  internal  possession 

that  can  not  be  taken  away 

by  Kimberly  Simmons 
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Volume  Vive 


Manning's  Mastery 


by  Karen  (Weber)  Koger 
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Passing  Storms 

by  Loren  Riddle 

The  thunder  ripped  through  the  thin  air  as  lightning  seemed  to 
strike  the  ground  just  over  70  yards  away  from  us.  This  was  insane. 
What  were  we  doing  there?  Seconds  later  the  thunder  exploded 
again,  seemingly  all  around  us.  The  lightning  struck  the  ground 
again.  This  time  from  below  us.  Rocks  flew  from  the  point  of  impact 
as  it  hit  right  beside  the  trail  down  where  we  most  certainly  needed 
to  go.  We  needed  the  shelter  of  tree  line  below  the  tundra  where  we 
were  the  tallest  objects.  We  had  gone  against  every  rule  that  we 
knew  about  thunderstorm  safety  in  the  mountains.  There  we  were, 

my  son,  Nick  and  I,  at  14,000  feet  caught  in  a  violent  thunderstorm. 

*  *  * 

I  had  let  my  desire  to  help  my  son  deal  with  the  dark,  brooding 
cloud  of  emotions  which  beat  my  common  sense  and  knowledge.  I 
knew  it  was  a  risk  we  shouldn't  have  taken.  I  wondered  if  we  would 
make  it  off  the  mountain  with  our  own  lives. 

We  had  been  in  Colorado  visiting  the  Rockv  Mountain  National 
Park  for  five  days.  It  was  a  father-son  trip  to  celebrate  his  high 
school  graduation  and  departure  for  college  in  the  fall.  It  was  a 
coming-of-age  trip.  The  sixth  day  we  planned  to  take  a  sixteen  mile 
hike  across  the  summits  of  Desolation  Peaks,  a  mountain  with  three 
connecting  peaks  all  just  under  14,000  feet.  We  had  taken  some 
shorter  hikes  and  had  done  some  sight-seeing  to  enable  our  bodies 
to  get  acclimated  to  the  thin  air  and  higher  altitude.  The  weather  had 
been  beautiful,  and  we  were  having  a  great  time. 

We  went  to  bed  early  in  preparation  for  a  pre-dawn  start  on  our 


70  New  Voices  A/olume  Fm 


hike.  The  phone  rang;  I  fought  to  clear  my  mind  and  my  sight  as  I 
awoke.  It  rang  again.  I  looked  at  the  clock;  it  was  2:18  in  the 
morning.  My  mind  instantly  filled  with  worry  as  I  answered  the 
phone.  My  stomach  wrenched  into  a  knot  as  I  heard  the  sound  of 
my  wife's  voice,  the  way  it  sounds  when  she  has  been  crying  and  is 
deeply  hurt.  Nick  was  still  asleep  so  I  tried  to  move  away  from  the 
beds.  She  told  me  that  Michael,  Nick's  best  friend  since  kinder- 
garten, had  been  killed  in  a  drunk  driving  accident.  He  had  crashed 
his  truck  into  a  tree  and  the  truck  burnt  with  him  in  it.  They  didn't 
know  if  he  had  been  alive  during  the  fire  or  if  he  had  been  killed  on 
impact.  Nick  would  have  to  be  told.  He  woke  up  just  as  I  was  getting 
off  the  phone.  As  he  noticed  the  time  and  the  tears  on  my  face  he 
asked  me  what  was  wrong.  I  told  him  that  Michael  had  been  in  an 
accident.  "How  bad,"  he  asked.  I  simply  said,  "Nick  is  gone."  With 
his  back  to  me,  his  sobs  filled  the  room.  The  tempest  had  begun. 

We  tried  to  get  a  flight  home  that  day,  to  no  avail.  We  were  stuck 
in  Colorado  until  our  scheduled  flight,  the  next  day.  There  was  little 
sleep  that  night  as  I  tried  to  help  Nick  deal  with  his  feelings.  When 
morning  finally  came  it  became  obvious  to  me  that  we  needed  to  do 
something  to  pass  the  time.  We  decided  not  to  take  the  planned 
hike,  but  to  take  a  shorter  one  to  the  top  of  Mount  Chiquita.  There 
we  would  erect  a  cross  for  Michael. 

We  parked  at  the  trailhead.  Raindrops  fell  as  we  sat  and  waited 
in  the  car.  Maybe  soon  it  would  stop  long  enough  for  the  hike  to  the 
summit.  After  a  long  wait  the  rain  stopped  and  the  sky  seemed  to 
clear.  It  was  about  1 :00  in  the  afternoon,  not  the  ideal  time  to  head 
for  a  mountain  peak.  If  we  were  to  make  our  ascent  at  all,  it  had  to 
be  then. 
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The  trail  up  the  mountain  was  slick  from  the  rain  and  in  places 
very  narrow.  The  scenery  was  breathtaking,  especially  as  we  cleared 
the  timberline  and  emerged  onto  the  open  tundra.  From  there  the 
mountains  seemed  to  roll  off  into  the  distance  without  end.  Small 
lakes  fed  from  the  still-melting  glaciers  dotted  the  landscape  and 
were  the  deepest  shade  of  blue  imaginable.  Surely  only  God  could 
have  created  this  masterpiece. 

The  ascent  was  slow  as  we  were  forced  to  stop  several  times  to 
catch  our  breath  in  the  thinning  atmosphere.  At  times  I  wondered 
if  there  was  any  oxygen  at  all.  Every  time  we  rested  the  dark  clouds 
against  the  western  sky  drew  my  eye,  but  they  were  moving  away 
from  us. 

At  last  we  struggled  on  hands  and  feet  over  the  last  break.  It  was 
so  steep  one  could  not  stand  upright  for  fear  of  falling.  The  summit, 
the  top  of  the  mountain,  leveled  off  to  the  size  of  half  a  football 
field.  We  walked  to  the  opposite  side  and  looked  eastward  toward 
home.  There  we  placed  our  makeshift  monument  to  our  young 
friend.  We  sat  and  talked  of  Michael's  life,  our  memories,  and  our 
desire  to  be  home.  The  shifting  of  the  wind  went  unnoticed. 

A  sudden  gust  brought  the  realization  of  our  situation  to  my  full 
attention.  Looking  over  my  shoulder,  I  saw  the  storm  had  turned 
and  was  bearing  down  upon  us.  Fear  gripped  mv  heart  when  I 
realized  we  would  not  make  it  to  tree  line  before  the  storm  hit.  I 
knew  the  statistics,  an  average  of  13  people  a  year  are  killed  bv 
lightning  strikes  in  Rocky  Mountain  National  Park. 

Hurriedly  we  snapped  a  few  pictures  of  the  cross  and  each 
other  as  we  gathered  our  packs  and  donned  our  rain  gear.  Again  die 
roar  of  thunder  —  at  this  elevation  it  seemed  all  around  us.  The 
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lightning  flashed  and  exploded  as  it  struck  the  ground.  The  wind 
blew  with  such  force  it  felt  as  if  it  would  rip  my  rain  gear  from  my 
body.  As  we  started  down  the  mountain  in  pursuit  of  shelter  from 

the  storm,  the  frailty  of  life  was  magnified. 

*  *  * 

It  has  been  two  years  since  Michael  died;  Nick  is  home  from 
college  for  a  visit.  As  we  sit  on  the  back  porch  and  talk  about  life, 
Nick  shares  how  the  quick-changing  weather  on  the  mountain  that 
day  reflected  the  changes  in  his  life  with  the  passing  of  his  friend. 
It  has  made  him  realize  his  own  mortality  and  how  suddenly  life  can 
change.  The  tumulmous  emotions  he  experienced  forever  changed 
him  and  helped  him  understand  the  importance  of  making  the  most 
of  every  day.  Today  Nick  is  able  to  remember  and  talk  about  his 
friend  without  tears,  but  with  a  grateful  heart  for  having  known  him. 
Just  as  that  bolt  of  lightning  forever  altered  the  face  of  the 
mountain,  so  Michael's  death  forever  changed  the  complexion  of 
Nick's  life.  The  storms  of  Hfe  wiU  pass,  but  not  without  altering  the 
landscape  of  our  lives.  The  events  of  that  day  are  a  special  bond 
Nick  and  I  share.  It  is  seared  into  our  hearts  like  that  storm  and 
Michael's  memory. 
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A  Lesson  in  Confidence 

She  walks  in  the  room  — 

Notes  the  situation. 

She's  "dressed  to  the  nines"  — 

Feels  confident,  with  no  reservation. 

She's  wearing  black 

From  her  boots  to  her  hat. 

She  came  here  to  dance  and  have  fun 

Not  just  chat. 

As  she  dances, 

Her  self-esteem  and  confidence  show. 

To  all  who  are  present,  they  already  know. 

With  an  air  of  class 

She  shows  her  st}de. 

She  brushes  the  brim  of  her  hat. 

Sways  her  hips  and  flashes  a  smile. 

The  crowd  watches  her  dance 

With  a  certain  cool  st\A&;  they  are  entranced. 

Her  friend  wonders . . . 

"How  do  you  move  that  way?" 

"Just  move  with  confidence;  don't  be  afraid,"  her  friend  would  say. 

She  dances  with  skill 

As  she  moves  to  the  music. 

Front  to  back  then  left  to  right 

Her  class  and  st}de  are  obvious  to  all  in  sight. 

by  Lisa  Jones 
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Pieces  of  You 

I  believe  somewhere  in  the  aftermath, 

when  we  were  picking  up  the  pieces, 

a  little  bit  of  you  got  mixed  up 

with  the  pieces  of  my  heart. 

I  keep  those  pieces  in  a  jar 

on  the  mantle  in  my  favorite  room 

of  the  house  we  never  built; 

a  house  that  has  few  windows. 

I  go  there  from  time  to  time 

to  view  the  hanging  mural  memories 

and  feel  the  sweet  velvet  flutters 

where  my  heart  used  to  be. 

Everyday, 

another  litde  piece  of  me, 

another  litde  piece  of  you 

is  lost  somewhere  in  a  room 

of  the  house  we  never  built; 

a  house  that  has  few  windows. 

An  empt}^  glass  on  the  table  — 

A  chair  that's  moved  from  here  to  there  - 

I  know  you  visit  too  at  times. 

But  visits  are  less  frequent, 

and  it's  smaller  than  I  last  remember. 

Everything  is  less  real, 
except  the  pain  that  moves  my  blood. 

I  always  hope  I'll  see  you  there, 

in  the  half-light  of  my  favorite  room; 

a  room  in  the  house  we  never  built  — 

a  house  that  has  few  windows. 

by  Robert  Miiller 
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Contributors'  Biographies 

Victoria  Alexander 

No  bio  submitted. 

Megan  Ballard 

Construction  worker  by  day,  entrepreneur  by  night,  and  baking 
student  in  between,  this  life-long  Hoosier  is  proud  to  add 
"published  writer"  to  the  list.  She  hopes  to  continue  developing  her 
passion  for  dessert  creation  as  well  as  the  art  of  word  assembly. 

Marvin  Benning 

I  am  a  student  at  Ivy  Tech  Community  CoUege  pursuing  an 
Associates  Degree  in  Computer  Information  Systems.  I  am  learning 
to  be  a  writer.  I  had  a  career  as  a  pipe  fitter  for  thirt}^-four  years.  I 
am  now  ready  to  retire  and  enjoy  being  a  grandfather  and  a  man  of 
leisure. 

Marie  Brown 

Fifty  words,  huh?  Well  I  guess  I'd  better  get  on  with  it  then.  Is 
it  possible  to  describe  the  serenit)^  of  raindrops  holding  tenuously 
to  a  branch,  gracefully  reflecting  the  early  morning  rays  of  sun?  If 
so,  could  this  be  done  in  fift\^  words  or  less?  Hmmm. . . 

Diane  Brummett 

No  bio  submitted. 
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Kim  Crockett 

No  bio  submitted. 

Bryan  Austin  Gillison 

No  bio  submitted. 

Carly  A.  Guest- Williams 

I  am  a  23-year-old  student  originally  from  London,  England.  I 
am  in  pursuit  of  an  undergraduate  degree  in  Psychology  and  I 
hope  to  be  accepted  into  medical  school.  My  interests  include  but 
are  not  limited  to:  reading,  writing,  movies,  and  sports  (go  Colts!). 

Jessica  Hampton 

I  am  a  wife  and  a  mother  of  two  beautiful  children.  I  am 
enjoying  my  first  semester  in  college  at  Ivy  Tech  Community 
College,  but  also  realizing  how  much  work  is  put  into  being  a  wife, 
mother,  and  full  time  college  student. 

Mary  Ann  Johnson 

I  enjoy  celebrating  the  adventures  of  life! 

Lisa  D.  Jones 

A  Practical  Nursing  Student  working  as  a  CNA  at  Hancock 
Regional  Hospital  in  Greenfield.  Interests:  Shopping,  watching 
forensic/court/crime  television  shows,  family  time  spent  with  my 
mother,  my  husband  and  my  three  cats,  and  riding  my  Honda  750 
motorcycle  and  meeting  other  women  who  also  ride. 
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Karen  (Weber)  Koger 

I  am  a  mom,  my  favorite  noun.  I  am  a  daughter,  wife,  and 
friend.  I  am  a  homemaker.  I  am  a  Christian  and  a  very  strong 
individual.  I  am  an  Ivy  Tech  student,  working  towards  an  ASN.  I  am 
an  artist,  quite  creative,  and  I  enjoy  writing. 

Daniel  A.  Meno 

Thirty  years  have  passed  since  my  last  college  class.  I'm  having 
a  blast  at  Ivy  Tech  with  its  incredible  mix  of  students.  I  wrote  my 
poem  at  a  time  when  my  heart  was  broken  following  a  divorce,  and 
I  was  thrown  into  the  world  of  being  a  single  parent.  I'm  blessed  to 
be  remarried  to  my  wonderful  wife.  Deb,  and  am  pursuing  a  career 
change  into  Radiology. 

Robert  Muller 

No  bio  submitted. 

Loren  Riddle 

I  am  a  46-year-old  first  time  college  student.  I  am  a  husband, 
father  of  five,  and  grandfather  of  three.  I  am  an  avid  outdoorsman 
and  enjoy  spending  time  with  my  family  and  friends  in  a  natural 
setting.  I  like  to  write  about  my  adventurous  excursions  into  remote 
places  I  visit. 
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Kimberly  Simmons 

From  the  moment  I  learned  to  read,  I  was  an  instant 
bookworm.  My  early  love  of  books  spawned  my  interest  in  writing; 
therefore,  I  began  writing  at  a  fairly  young  age.  I  do  not  simply 
consider  writing  my  passion.  I  believe  that  it  is  more  accurately  my 
natural  instinct. 

Katt  Thrasher 

Katt  was  born  in  Indianapolis,  and  spent  eight  years  living  in 
Cleveland,  Ohio.  After  graduating  high  school  in  2005,  she  moved 
back  to  Indy  to  attend  Ivy  Tech  for  general  studies.  Her  goal  is  to 
transfer  to  lUPUI  and  obtain  bachelor's  degrees  in  web  design, 
creative  writing,  and  vocal  music  performance.  Her  personal 
website  can  be  found  at  http://www.firesongproductions.com. 

Aryk  Wittwer 

I  am  a  20  something,  eccentric  artist  who  wants  to  conquer 
the  world  yet  in  the  meantime  impatiendy  setdes  for  watching 
the  ravenous  future  devour  the  present  and  violendy  plunge  it  to 
the  past. 
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How  to  Submit  Your  Manuscripts  and 
Art  Work  to  New  Voices 

It  is  a  good  idea  to  have  an  instructor  critique  and  edit  your 
manuscript.  When  ready,  the  instructor  collects  two  copies  of  your 
manuscript  and  one  disk  in  Microsoft  Word,  12  point,  Times  New 
Roman.  You  may  also  turn  your  work  in  to  NMC  228. 

Leave  your  name  off  one  copy  of  your  manuscript. 

Label  your  disk  with  your  name,  title  of  your  work,  and  your 
instructor's  name.  Your  disk  should  have  your  tided  manuscript, 
your  name,  and  a  mini-bio  of  yourself  in  50  words  or  less.  These 
should  be  two  seperate  files.  Name  the  bio:  "Your  Last  Name, 
BIO."  Nothing  else  should  be  on  your  disk. 

Personal  essays,  short  stories,  poetry,  and  expository  writing  of 
all  types  are  accepted.  (Identify  the  t}^e  of  writing  you  are 
submitting.)  Manuscripts  of  four  pages  or  less  will  be  given  first 
consideration. 

Original  black  and  white  artwork  (of  an  appropriate  size)  may 
also  be  submitted  to  your  instructor.  Cover  designs  are  welcome. 
Follow  the  same  guidelines  as  for  the  written  manuscript. 

You  must  include  information  about  how  to  reach  you:  address, 
phone  numbers,  email  addresses,  etc. 

NO  work  wiU  be  returned.  By  giving  the  manuscript  or  art 
work,  etc.  to  the  instructor  or  a  facult}"  editor  for  this  publication, 
you  are  granting  permission  to  publish. 

Manuscripts  and  art  work  are  chosen  bv  a  student  editorial 
board.  Authorship  is  not  revealed  until  the  material  is  accepted. 

Any  unpublished  manuscripts  or  art  work  not  published  may  be 
considered  for  a  future  issue. 

Deadline  for  Spring  2008  issue  is  November  1,  2007. 
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The  Ivy  Tech  School  Song 

Oh  raise  a  toast  to  Ivy  Tech 

let  all  our  voices  sing 

of  friendships  strong  and  futures  bright 

through  knowledge  that  you  bring. 

Our  lives  have  been  made  richer  here 

as  we  progress  in  our  careers 

joining  mind  and  hands  and  heart 

Ivy  Tech  where  futures  start. 

Sing  loud  and  strong  of  Iv}^  Tech 

and  let  our  motto  be 

we're  proud  to  tell  3^ou  all  about 

the  college  that  worked  for  me. 

And  as  we  go  our  separate  ways 

with  fondness  we'll  recall  these  days 

joining  mind  and  hands  and  heart 

Ivy  Tech  where  futures  start. 
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